AMALING 


16 


APRIL 20¢ 


F Zë cee, 


“The book that makes men remember their youth !?2!” 


164 PAGES OF RIB-TICKLING READING 


BY MEN WHO KNOW 


Maybe you’re a bachelor, or maybe you’re a married man and the string 
leads to your wife’s apron, but brother, you’re going to learn about women 
on almost every page of ‘‘BACHELOR’S QUARTERS,” the book that con- 
centrates on the man’s point of view. Every tale in this 764 page book is 
written by a master story-teller, by those who have understood and probed 
the deepest secrets of women as they really are. Here you will find sophisti- 
cated, worldly females, innocents, tigresses, designing, scheming women 
who can make shambles of a.man’s life . . . these and many more in the 
most story-packed book that ever kept you up nights. Read for 10 days FREE, 
at absolutely no risk. If you don’t agree it is the most complete, most fasci- 
nating encyclopaedia of WOMEN you have ever read, it won’t cost you a 
single cent. Rush the coupon today and get your copy while we still have one! 


THE CRITICS LOVED IT! SEND NO MONEY 


Reviewed by many of the largest news- Enjoy this big book for 10 days’ free trial. 
papers, BACHELOR’S QUARTERS has Meet Clarissa, Cosette, Rinty, Kate and her 
been widely acclaimed. You’ll discover the sisters-in-adventure without risk to your 
reason yourself when you meet, between purse. Simply fill in and mail the free gift 
the covers of BACHELOR’S QUARTERS, coupon. On arrival, pay the postman only 
some of the most unusual women ever $2.98 plus postage and COD. or enclose $3.00 
offered you in print. with the coupon and receive both books post- 
= paid. We guarantee that BACHELOR’S 
QUARTERS will positively delight you or your 
MONEY BACK! Rush. the coupon NOW! 


WITH Tye 


Cleopatra has been called 
one of the greatest temptresses 
the world has ever known. Her beau- 
ty was told and retold in fable and play 
for centuries. Here, in book form, you have 
Cleopatra in all her famous beauty, see her as a 
master writer portrays her. You’ll say this fine 
book alone is worth the purchase price of 
BACHELOR’S QUARTERS, and it’s yours 
ABSOLUTELY FREE if you act now! 


BILTMORE PUB. CO., 45 E. 17th St., N. Y. C. 3 


80 STORIES YOU. WON'T SOON FORGET 
TALES OF WOMEN AS YOU LIKE THEM 


THEM BEST 


Here's What Goes On 


In BACHELOR'S QUARTERS 
THE DOCTOR & THE DOCTOR'S WIFE 


Ernest Hemingway 
JIMMY AND THE DESPERATE WOMAN 
D. H. Lawrence 
THE WOMAN WHO MADE ANATOLE 
FRANCE 
Francis Gribble 
THE MAN WITH ONLY FIVE WIVES 


Admiral Mark Kerr 
DUSKY RUTH 
A. E. Coppard 
THE HOUSE OF THE SINNER 


Caradoc Evans 
THE LADY WHO COULDN'T BLUSH 
Catulle Mendes 
THE GARMENTS OF A oe 


, Y. F. Cooke 
THE HONEY-MOON SURPRISE 


Clement Wood 
LOVE AND A FUR COAT 


Hjalmar Roderberg 
, and that's only the beginning! 


Biltmore Publishing Co., Dept. D-101 
45 East 17th St., New York 3, N. Y. 

O RUSH my copy of BACHELOR’S QUARTERS 
plus FREE "ONE OF CLEOPATRA’S NIGHTS.” 
On arrival I will deposit with postman only $2.98 
plus postage. I may return the books for full 
refund within 10 days if not completely ao 
O I enclose $3.00 to save postage and C.O.D. 
charges. Same free offer & money back guarantee. 
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- O Heating 


Air Conditioning and 
Plumbing Courses 
O Air Conditioning 
O Plumbing 
O Refrigeration 
O Steam Fitting 


Chemistry Courses 
O Chemical Engineering 
O Chemistry, Analytical 
O Chemistry, Industrial 
O Chemistry, Mfg. Iron 
and Steel 
O Petroleum Refining 
{J Plastics 
O Pulp and Paper Making 


Civil Engineering, Archi- 
tectural and Mining 
Courses 

O Architectural Drafting 

O Architecture 

D Building Estimating 

O Civil Engineering 

O Coal Mining 

O Contracting and Building 


Name 


Forrune-renrine is not one of the 
attributes of I.C.S. We’re much more con- 
cerned with helping those who need special- 
ized training. For, regardless of what the 
future may bring, trained men will continue 
to hold the important positions in business 
as well as industry. 


That’s why we strongly recommend that 
you prepare yourself Now for changes that 
may threaten your occupational status. In 
periods of vocational uncertainty, training is 
always your best protection. 


I.C.S. can help you acquire much of the 
technical knowledge you need. Courses cover 
more than 400 commercial and industrial 
subjects. You study in your spare time... 
set your own pace... progress just as fast as 
your abilities and ambition permit. 


A 


Don’t delay your program for self-advance- 
ment. Clip and mail this coupon Topay. It 
will bring you full particulars about the 
courses in which you are interested. 


BOX 5326, SCRANTON 9, PENNA. 


Without. cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course before which I have marked X: 


1 Highway Engineering 

(J Lumber Dealer ; 

Cl Reading Structural 
Blueprints 

O Sanitary Engineering 

O Structural Drafting 

O Structural Engineering 

CT Surveying and Mapping 


Communications 
Courses 


O Electronics 

O Practical Telephony 

O Radio, General 

g Radio Operating 

O Radio Servicing 

O Telegraph Engineering 


Electrical Courses 


Electrical Drafting 

O Electrical Engineering 

g Electric Light and Power 
O Lighting Technician 

O Power House Electric 

g Practical Electrician 

O Ship Electrician 


internal Combustion 
Engines Courses 

O Auto Technician 

0 Aviation 

O Diesel-Electric 

O Diesel Engines 

O Gas Engines 


Mechanical Courses 


O Aeronautical Eng’r’s, Jr. 
O Aircraft Drafting 
C] Flight Engineer 
O Forging ©] Foundry Work 
g Heat Treatment of Metals 
O Industrial Engineering 
O Industrial Metallurgy 
O Machine Shop 
g Machine Shop Insp. 
O Mechanical Drafting 
g Mechanical Engineering 
C] Mold-Loft Work 
[] Patternmaking— 

Wood, Metal 
© Reading Shop Blueprints 
{J Sheet-Metal Drafting 
G Sheet-Metal Worker 


Age Home Address 


City 


State Position 


Present 


O Ship Drafting 

O Ship Fitting 

O Tool Designing 

O Toolmaking 

O Weiding—Gas and Elec. 


Railroad Courses 

O Air Brake 

O Car Inspector 

Diesel Locomotive 

O Locomotive Engineer 

Q Locomotive Fireman 

O Railroad Section Foreman 
Steam Engineering 
Courses 

O Boilermaking 

O Combustion Engineering 

O Engine Running 

O Marine Engineering 

O Steam Electric 

O Steam Engines 
Textile Courses 

O Cotton Manufacturing 

O Rayon Weaving 

O Textile Designing 

O Woolen Manufacturing 


Business and 
Academic Courses 


O Accounting 

O Advertising 

O Arithmetic 

O Bookkeeping 

O Business Administration 

O Business Correspondence 

O Certified Public 
Accounting 

O Commercial 

Cl Commercial Art 

O Cost Accounting 

O Federal Tax 

O First Year College 

O Foremanship [J French 

O Good English 

O High School 

O Higher Mathematics 

O Motor Traffic 

O Postal Service 

£ Salesmanship 

CT Secretarial 

O Sign Lettering 

O Spanish (J Stenography 

O Traffic Management 


Working 


Hours A.M, to. P.M. 


Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Special discount to Word War li Veterans. Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada. 


REVEALED AT LAST! 
f> HITLER’S 
a STRANGE 


The PERSONALS 
| PHYSICIAN. 
TO HITLER TALKS 


TWAS HITLERS DOCTOR 


For years the world has heard only whispers about 
Hitler’s strange attitudes toward women, his ma- 
niacal fits of hysteria and passion. Now, for the 
first time, you can read the entire uncensored story 
of Hitler’s personal life, his most intimate thoughts, 
as told by HITLER’S PERSONAL PHYSICIAN! 
Every page of this gripping book reveals thoughts 
and acts so shocking that you will be held spell- 
bound by its weirdness. 


íí.. o a fantastic nightmare 


of horror!” 
--St. Louis Globe Democrat 


You will gasp with disbelief as you read of Hitler’s 
pursuit of the 15-year-old Geli, of his wayward 
sister, the women who were reserved for officers. 
You will be fascinated by this true revelation of 
tortured madness. Here is Hitler’s most intimate 
physical and mental life, stripped bare for you to 
read and understand. This is a book only a doctor 
could write, one who has literally lived with Hitler, 
studied every part of his character, weaknesses and 
vices. Written in non-medical, “easy-to-read lan- 
guage, this book may shock you as no other book 
ever has! 
F 3 E E Read for 10 Days 
Send No Money 
Don’t miss this great opportu- 
nity of reading this best- 
seller. See for yourself 
why over 200,- 
000 copies of 
this book have 
already been 
sold, why it has 
ranked in the na- 
tional best-seller 
lists of the New 
York TIMES for 
three successive 
weeks! Send No 
Money . . . just your 
name and address. 
When your copy of “I 
WAS HITLER’S DOC- 
TOR” arrives, pay the 
postman only $1.98 plus e 
postage, or enclose $2.00 and we pay postage. If 
you are not completely satisfied, shocked and 


amazed, return the book within 10 days for prompt 
$2.00 refund. Order Today! 
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ANWIL PUBLISHING CO., Dept, D-301 
45 East 17th St., New York 3, N. Y. 


O Rush my copy of “I was Hitler’s Doctor.” 
On arrival, I will pay postman only $1.98 
plus postage. I may return book within 10 
days for full purchase price refund if not 
delighted. 


"TI I enclose $2.00. Send postpaid. 
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Faithful Felons....by Joseph F. Fishman 
The incredible account of a conspiracy behind 
bars and a prison pact that foiled two felons. 


Kissless Casanova and His Fatai Folly 
by David R. George 


Murder had erased the obstacle in his path; now 
he could devote his time to love—so he thought. 


Mania for Murder.......by Jack Slater 


Mowing people down in cold blood was a joke to 
this killer; he’d never be caught, he boasted. 


Who Wooed Widow Terry? 
by Cecil Winstead 


Sleuths were really stumped for a clue until 
a letter told a story of unrequited love—murder! 


Solving Chicago's Crimson Jig-Saw Puzzle 
by Edwin Baird 


Identifying the chopped-up cadaver was a 
tough job, but nabbing the slayer was tougher. 


Trailing the Baby-Face Cop-Killer 
by J. Victor Bate 


A game of "cops and robbers” played in deadly 
earnest with death playing the role of referee. 


New York's Sea-Going Sleuths........ 
A pictorial study of the work of harbor patrolmen 
—work that embodies danger, daring, skill. 


Macabre Mystery of the Voodoo Lovers 
by W. W. Bride 


Murder by magic—murder for greed and unholy 
love-—-murder that almost defied police solution, 
FBI Rogues’ Gallery.................. 


An opportunity for readers to reap a reward 
by helping the FBI capture these wanted men. 


Case of the Trigger-Happy Trickster 
. by Carl LeViness 


Police were the butt of many pranks on April 
Fool's Day... but murder was no laughing matter. 


The Smoke Trap......by Joseph DeBona 


"Fm too young to die,” the killer cried. But he 
wasn't too young to kill or concoct a phony alibi. 
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WHAT MEN 


DONT LIKE ABOUT 
WOMEN 


ONLY A BRAVE MAN WOULD DARE 
TO EXPOSE WOMEN LIKE THIS! 


- Never has the veil of secrecy been so thoroughly removed 
from women! Here is plain English — plain courage. For, 
men, in his new book WHAT MEN DON’T LIKE 
ABOUT WOMEN Thomas D. Horton really goes after 
that claim that the female is innately finer than the coarse 
and lusty male — and he dares to say and to prove, with 
experience after experience, that it just ain’t so! 


Yes, this is blunt talk your wife or sweetheart will surely 
hate to see you read. . . but, brother, this is talk you'll 
love! When vou ve gasped — and laughed —‘your way 
through this amusing book, you will feel that now, AT 
LAST, ‘you really know women as they are! 


ONLY A BRAVE WOMAN 
WOULD NOT BE SHOCKED! 


There’s dynamite in every page— 
in every paragraph! A woman 
would cry “How does he dare!” 
This book tells what men really 
think but never say about women 
—in every situation—at the office, 
at night clubs, as sweethearts, as - 
flirts, as other men’s wives. Their 
greediness, shamelessness, jeal- 
ousy, unfaithfulness are covered 
daringly by the author. 


BUT YOU AND EVERY MAN 
WILL LOVE IT! 


You will hail WHAT MEN 
DON’T LIKE ABOUT 
WOMEN. You will delight in 
the many and often unusual types 
of women you will meet in this 
book. You will say, “Here is an 
experience no man should miss!” 
Enjoy this book as soon as you 
can. Get it while it’s printed just 
as the author wrote it — NOW! 


- SEND NO 
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READ AND GASP 
ABOUT—WOMEN 
AS ENGAGED 
ANIMALS... 
WOMEN AND 
MONEY... 
WOMEN AND 
THEIR DREAMS... 
WOMEN AS RE- 
JECTED LOVERS 
. .. WOMEN AND 
THEIR OTHER 
MEN ... WOMEN 
AS DRINKERS 
<... AND MUCH 
MORE! 
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“It is unquestionable that. . 
Thomas D. Horton are of the shock variety, but then 


. the remarks made by 


the truth has always been so." Bethlehem Bulletin 


DON’T READ IT TO A WOMAN! 


“There is not the slightest likelihood of any male ever 
reviewing this book befcre a woman's club. The insur- 
ance premium would be prohibitive. Turn to any chap- 
ter, any paragraph and read it aloud in the presence 
of a female, and you'll have fury with its claws out." 


z ; Columbus News 


MONEY 


Simply mail coupon and 
on alay of HAT 
MEN DON'T LIKE 
ABOUT WOMEN pay 
postman $2.00 plus post- 
age—or enclose $2.00 
with coupon, saving post- 
age. Enjoy the most rib- 
tickling treat vou ve ever 
had or return in 5 days 
— for refund. Don’t de- 
lay. A unique hilarious 
experience is yours! Send 
this. coupon ODAY ! 
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RONOCO PUBLISHING CO., Dept. D-401 ' 
45 E. 17th St., New York 3, N. Y. ; 
Rush my copy of "What Men Don't Like About | 
Women" at once. On arrival | will pay the postman | 
only $2.00 plus panos: | must be delighted or will | 
return book within 5 days for full purchase price : 
refund. j 


Cl l enclose $2.00. Send postpaid. same réfund 
guarantee. 
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FAITHFUL FELONS 


The incredible account of a conspiracy behind bars 
. . . and a prison pact that foiled two felons - o 
By JOSEPH F. FISHMAN : 


HE patience, resourcefulness, 

courage, and fortitude which 

some criminals display in en- 
deavoring to escape from prison 
sound incredible to one who has not 
come into personal contact with 
such exhibitions. Sometimes they 
show these same qualities in help- 
ing prison mates who have helped 
them. 

A living symbol of all these char- 
acteristics was a prisoner by the 
name of Al Funk, who first showed 
his caliber while serving a compara- 
tively short term in the Missouri 
Penitentiary at Jefferson City. 

An “inside trusty,” he was per- 
mitted to go practically everywhere 
within the walls when he was not 
working at his job in the kitchen. 

One cloudy, misty morning, the 
urge for the great spaces beyond 
overcame him. He got hold of a long 
board lying near some other build- 
ing material, placed it diagonally 
against the wall and shinnied up to 
the top. A sudden lift in the mist 
occurred. A guard spotted him. He 
called on him to stop. Funk’s answer 
was to pull the board up with a view 
to placing it on the outside of the 
wall so that he could climb down. 
The guard fired. Al sank to the top 
of the wall with a bullet in his back. 


For two months, he lay in the 
prison hospital. Then, the peni- 
tentiary “butcher? (doctor) pro- 


nounced him cured and said he 


but: 
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could once more take his place in 


the kitchen gang and in the usual . 


life of the institution. 

But Funk had other ideas. He 
claimed that his legs were paralyzed, 
that he had no feeling in them, that 
he couldn’t move them. The phy- 
sician, with the prison croaker’s 
knowledge of all the arts of ma- 
lingering, insisted that he could. In 
order to prove his point, he stuck 
pins in the recalcitrant inmate’s legs 
at unexpected times and subjected 
him to painful tests in other ways. 

Funk withstood them all. Not once 
did he flinch or betray by the slight- 
est twitch of a muscle that he felt 
any pain. He began to bring pres- 
sure to bear on his friends on:the 
outside, telling them of his “‘deplor-. 
able” condition, and insisting that 
something be done for him. These 
friends, at his suggestion, wrote let- 
ters to the prison officials, to promi- 
nent politicians, and finally to the 
Governor insisting that Funk was 
not getting proper treatment in the 
penitentiary. They demanded that 
he be moved to an outside hospital. 

Finally, they presented the case to 
the newspapers and got one or two 
of them to agitate for Funk’s tem- 
porary removal. The pressure finally 
worked. The Governor ordered that 
he be transferred to a hospital in St. 
Louis for treatment. ` 

This is what Funk had been play- 
ing for, for more than two years, 


Doctors were bewildered by Al 
Funk's mysterious ailment as he 
lay on his hospital cot in the Mis- 
souri Penitentiary (general view, 
left), groaning in horrible agony. 


-while lying, apparently paralyzed, 


in the prison hospital. 

One day, a woman friend visited 
him in his room in the St. Louis 
sanitarium. While the guard re- 
mained outside, Funk leaped from 
his bed in a sprightly manner not to 
be expected of a “paralyzed” man. 
He shaved quickly, got into the 
woman’s clothes his visitor had 
brought him, and walked out under 
the guard’s nose. The visit was pur- 
posely timed just before the guard 
was changed. As soon as the new 
guard came on, the woman departed 
in the same manner as had Funk. 


d'al sensible thing for Funk to 

have done now was to put as 
much distance as possible between 
himself and the prison. But he didn’t. 
He owed a debt to Mike Evans, a 
prisoner in Jefferson City, which he 
intended to pay even if it jeopar- 
dized his own freedom. 

Evans was a giant of a man who 
had been an inmate-orderly in the 
prison hospital during the years the 
“helpless” Funk was lying in bed. 
A great attachment sprung up be- 
tween the two men. It was Evans, 
as was developed some time later, 
who helped Funk bear the pain of 
the doctor’s pins. He fed Funk 
opiates every time he learned 
through the institution “grapevine” 
that the “butcher” was going to 
make some (Continued on page 50) 
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WW GU OoN a THE MOST EXCITING COLLECTION OF LOVE 
Wen A oil eas ey o | À STORIES EVER PUT BETWEEN COVERS! 


Every man (or woman) who has imagination and an appreciation 


e 


of the delicate art of love will get a real thrill out of this fascinating 
book. Thousands of men and women have already discovered 
that the “BEDSIDE TREASURY OF LOVE” makes a charm- 
ing and exciting chase which, once begun, must be pursued to 
the very end. Between its covers race 676 big, library-size 
pages. A surging collection of love stories from many lands. 
Supreme stories of Romance, Rapture and Tragedy, Classic 
and Modern by many of the world’s most notable writers. 
Here gathered in one volume are stories that run the 
gamut from the idyllic romance of youth to mature love: 
love spiritualized by sacrifice and suffering; love break- 
ing all barriers and flaming with passion; love tor- 
mented with jealousies, rivalries, infidelities; some- 
LIBRA RY times leading te crime, vengeance and murder, Read 
SIZE on and learn how you can read this pleasure-packed 


PAGES book for 10 days FREE .. . but hurry, they're going 


migitty fast! 


BOOK REVIEWERS GASPED, CHUCKLED AND RAVED 


“Tales of passion ... immortal bedfellows... ` Chicago Sun 


Fascinating Women Like These 

Fill Every Exciting Page 
YSABEL who promised her love to the 
man who would fill her lap with pearls. 
LIKE, the Indian princess, who bore a 
son who did not resemble her husband. 


FATHOUMA who deceived her husband, 


“Passion ... the desires, and delights, and despairs of love.” 
Raleigh News & Observer 


Your Palate Will Be Tickled By These Powerful Stories 


nites tel bisita: THE RENTED BOD Yor see goose veer Rupert Hughes 
SARA who rented keraeil an caw Grea AN INNOCENT HUSBAND Sh Se William Lengel 
model and the amazing experience that THE LIFE OF VERGIE WINTERS... ........ Louis Bromfield 
changed her life. NO PAPAS acre ee as Pees Guy de Maupassant 
SALOMY JANE whose kisses made an THE KING ANDTHELAI ........... E. Barrington 


honest man of a thief. ` S x 
. and 31 more soul-tingling tales! 


If you are neither too young nor too old to enjoy tHe full flavor of this captivating book, we would 
like to give you the opportunity of enjoying it for ten wonderful nights, absolutely free of risk. Be- 
cause it takes a lot of scarce paper to print this big 676 page 
book, we suggest you order the "BEDSIDE TREASURY OF 
LOVE" now, while copies are available. Don't send a single 
penny! Mail coupon NOW! 


WITH 
THIS Se KERRY UES REE Rees DEDE GEE MED com NAD TOI GR BY REM OS 
COUPON Here are the gayest, rib-ticklingest tales of WILAN PUBLISHING CO., Dept. D-501 


many of our most famous modern writers . . . 
Rex Stout, Alexander Woollcott, Earl Wil- 


45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N. Y. 


E Rush my copy of the “BEDSIDE TREASURY OF LOVE™ plus FREE l 
"SWANK" — STORIES FOR MEN. On arrival | will pay the postman only | 
$2.98 plus postage. | may return the “BEDSIDE TREASURY" for full pur- 


son, Morton Thompson and many others. $ 
You'll howl with delight at such stories as l chase price refund within 10 days if not completely satisfied. In either case, H 


“What Every Wolf Should Know," “Bed See er eens 
Manners," “Lupine Lady," etc. . . . and 
you'll agree that every character and situa- 


J 1 enclose $3.00 to save postage. Same free offer and m:ney-back 
guarantee. 
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BY DAVID R. 
GEORGE 


HER EYES AND LIPS HELD PROMISED EXCITEMENT 
THAT SENT HIS SENSES REELING .. . SHE MUST 


BE HIS THOUGH THE PRICE MEANT ANOTHER'S 
LIFE... HOW RIGHT HE WAS TO REASON THAT 
DETECTIVES WOULD BE STUMPED BY THE SLAY- 
ING! HIS CRIMSON SECRET WAS SAFE UNTIL—— 


Howell, Michigan, seat of Livingston County, 

that cold night in February as Sheriff Loren 
Bassett and his two deputies sat in the tiny jail 
office. A fire burned merrily in the coal stove in 
the center of the room, and the men were drinking 
freshly brewed coffee. It was almost midnight on 
St. Valentine’s Day, 1947, when the conversation 
was halted by the sharp jangling of the sheriff's 
phone. 

“Pye been waiting all day for a valentine,” 
Bassett told the others jokingly, as he reached for 
the instrument. “Maybe someone finally has one 
for me.” 

The sheriff’s face was grim as he took the call. 

A hoarse voice spoke hurriedly. “Stay right there,” 
he advised the caller. “We’ll be over at once.” 

Replacing the receiver, Bassett turned to Depu- 
ties J. W. Kruger and H. M. Gehringer, who looked 
up inquiringly. “What a horrible valentine,” he 
said. “That was Almon Brewer calling from a 
neighbor’s house over on the Ridge. Says he just 
came home and found his wife lying on the floor, 
blood all over her head. Someone must have slugged 
her while she was alone in the house with their child.” 

Both Deputy Kruger and Bassett recalled having 
seen Brewer downtown earlier that evening before 
they had returned to the jail at eight o’clock. 

“She may be hurt pretty bad,’ the sheriff con- 
tinued. ‘“Almon’s plenty worried. Put in a call for 
Doctor Hart, and well get going.” 

Deputy Gehringer got the physician on the wire, 
and the three officers hurried outside to Bassett’s 
car, which stood at the curb. A bitter wind was 
blowing, but the snow had stopped and the highway 
was clear. Only dangerous stretches of ice remained 
to slow their trip to the small bungalow of the 
Brewers, three miles away. 

The sheriff slid behind the wheel as Dr. L. M. Hart 
joined them, carrying his black bag, and clambered 
into the back seat. “Thought I was through with 
calls tonight,” he said. 

“Sorry to get you out,” replied Bassett, “but this 
may be serious. Hope we aren’t too late.’ 

Driving as fast as possible over the icy roads, the 
sheriff soon reached the remote Ridge section and 


Q How blanketed the countryside around 


turned off the main highway into the side road which 
led to the Brewer house. There he halted the car and 
let its headlights shine on the snow. 
The hill ahead was lined with numerous tire 
foot tracks. 
“Looks like there’s been a lot of traveling up bere": 
Bassett observed. “That’s strange, because even on a 


and 


good night, very few people come this way.” 


Gehringer suggested that some of the tracks might 
have been made by Brewer, to which the sheriff agreed. 
"But he couldn’t have made all of them,” he pointed 
out. “Wed best leave the car right here and oo the 
rest of the way on foot at the edge of the road. I 
wouldn’t want to spoil those tracks, for we may need 
them.” 

Trudging through the deep snow, the party made 
the steep climb to the top of the Ridge, a quarter-mile 
away, where the Brewer house, a red-brick building 
on a-concrete block foundation, nestled in a grove of 
tall oak trees. 

Almon Brewer met them at the door, his face lined 
with grief. ‘It’s too late,” he told the doctor. “She isn’t 
breathing any more.” 


Mrs. Olga Brewer, a 26-year-old blonde whom 


-Almon had married three years earlier, lay on the 


10° 


dining-room floor, the top of her head beaten into a 
bloody pulp. From the bedroom came the loud wails 
of her two-year-old son, Billy. 

Dr. Hart knelt to examine the victim as Bassett 


turned to question the husband. The sheriff detected 


the strong smell of liquor on Brewer’s breath, and 
he readily admitted that he had been drinking that 
evening in town. 

“It was my fault,” he said in a quavering voice. “I 
shouldn’t have left her alone for so long. But she 
said she didn’t mind if I went—that she was tired 
and wanted to go to bed early. I left the house 
about seven, and she was putting the baby to bed 
before going herself. I had no idea—” 

Bassett interrupted the husband. “My deputy and 
I both saw you downtown at eight or thereabouts. 
What time did you get back here?” 

“Just a little before midnight. I parked the car 
around back of the house. There wasn’t any light in 
the place, but Olga never left one on, so that didn’t 
alarm me. But when I started to go inside, I found 
the front door open a few inches. That scared me 
because on a cold night like this, Olga would have 
kept it shut.” 

“Go on,’ urged Bassett, noting the husband’s 
obvious grief. 

With tears in his eyes, Brewer told how he had 
switched on the lights, only to find the brutally- 
beaten body of his wife lying on the floor. The 
moment the lights flashed on, little Billy started 
screaming in his crib. 

“I couldn’t quiet him,” the husband said. “I don’t 
know why.” 

“I think I do,” the sheriff countered. “He probably 
had seen the person who beat his mother, and when 
the lights went on, he thought the attacker had come 
back again. Even the sight of his own father wouldn’t 
reassure him.” 

Turning to search the room, the deputies found 
an empty beer bottle on the floor near a sideboard, 
covered with dark, sticky smears. 
Gehringer summoned Bassett and 
pointed to the object. “This could 
have been used to inflict the fatal 


Detectives determined the demon 
struck his terrified victim with this 
beer bottle, shown here just as it 
was found at the scene of the crime. 


It was imperative to discover the motive for pretty 
Olga Brewer's murder before detectives could trap her 
ruthless assassin and avenge her sudden, brutal death. 


“What a horrible valentine for Olga!" Sheriff Bassett 
whispered when he saw her lifeless figure sprawled on 
the floor, her head brutally bashed by an enraged killer. 


wounds,” he said. “Those smears seem to be blood.” 

The sheriff took out a clean handkerchief and reached 
down for the bottle, taking care to avoid smudging 
possible fingerprints. 

“There may have been another weapon also,” he ob- 
served. “The victim could have been slugged once or 
twice with this, but repeated blows—such as were in- 
flicted—probably would have smashed the bottle, Odd 
that the slayer didn’t take it along.” 

Continuing their search, the deputies spotted another, 
smaller object on the dining-room floor. Kruger reached 
down and picked it up. It was an irregular piece of mud 
imbedded with wisps of hay. As the deputy studied it 
carefully, a strong odor of manure assailed his nostrils. 

“If this was clinging to the slayer’s heels,” he told the 
others, “then our man was in a es before he 
came here!” 

Bassett indicated the empty top of a cena box on 


Aimon Brewer was almost incoherent with grief when he re- 
ported his wife's death to Sheriff Bassett on that black night. 


the sideboard. “Drop it in there, Kruger,” he directed. 
“Well send it to the laboratory experts along with 
the beer bottle. They’ll tell us just what kind of hay 
and manure are mixed in with that mud, which ought 
to help us get on the trail of the killer.” 

The dining room offered no other clues, and the 
officers pressed their search into the living room, bed- 
room, and kitchen of the compact little house. These 
other rooms, however, proved devoid of evidence and 
struck the investigators as being unusually neat and 
clean. Olgo Brewer, obviously, had been a good house- 
keeper. 

But in the dining-room where her body still lay, 
while Dr. Hart was completing his thorough exam- 


ination, they noticed that the rug was awry and 
that several empty cardboard cartons stood 
around as if they had just been opened and 
their contents removed. 

In response to a question from Bassett, Brewer 
explained that they had just received some things 
from one of his wife’s relatives and had finished 
unpacking them only that morning. They had 
neglected to dispose of the cartons, he said, and 
Olga apparently had been too tired to do so 
before she went to bed, although she had been 
surprised in the dining room by her attacker 
before she even had a chance to change into her 
night clothes. 

Nodding symnsatheteally. the sheriff looked 
squarely into the bereaved husband’s eyes. “I 
want a straight answer on this,” he said firmly. 


“Do you have any idea who might have killed ` 


your wife?”’. 


poer compressed his lips and sank back 

into a chair, fumbling in his shirt pocket for 

a cigarette which he held with trembling fingers. 

“I—I don’t,” he stammered: “But if I did, Pd 
take matters into my own hands!” `^ 

E was obvious that the husband would not hesitate 


to avenge his wife’s murder personally if given the. 


opportunity. The officers saw a chance to play on his 
deep feelings for a possible clue to the murderer’s 
identity. 

“Now, Almon,” one of them pressed, “don’t get 
upset. But you must know this crime was committed, 
by someone who knew your habits. I mean, knew that 
you often went into town evenings and Olga was left 
here alone, except for the child.” 

Brewer gave the officers a dark look. 
are you driving at?” 

“Simply this—your wife was unusually attractive, 
young, good-looking, and (Continued on page, 46) 


“Just what 
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OSEPHINE DIFIORE had only two minutes to live. 
But the pretty, 24-year-old typist for the Sunglo- 
Sills Company of New York City had no inkling 

of her impending doom as she fidgeted in her seat and 
glanced a trifle impatiently at the big office clock over 
the water cooler. 

It was 11 o’clock, Saturday forenoon, June 12, an 

hour before quitting time. 

The day was hot, the windows wide open, and the 

noises that came up from the busy streets almost 
drowned out the voice of the little man in shirt- 
sleeves who was animatedly talking to the 
.dozens of salesmen, clerks and managers 
who were gathered in the office for the 

firm’s monthly “pep” meeting. 
As she sat there, Josephine’s 


BY JACK 
SLATER 


Goldie Gloria, the Broadway crowd called 

her. She was a good-natured, hoisterous 

character. She made every man in the cafe 

feel those intimate songs were sung for him. 
(Specially posed), — 


THIS BOLD, COLD KILLER, WHO HAD AN ITCHY TRIGGER FINGER 
AND AN INHUMAN DELIGHT IN BLOOD, STRUCK 


TERROR TO THE HEART OF A CITY 


attention strayed from the speaker to the door behind. 
She thought she saw the door knob move slightly as 
the blurred silhouette of a figure appeared against the 
frosted glass. 

The door began to open slowly. Josephine watched 
idly, figuring that a late comer was trying to ease into 
the office unobserved. With a twinkle in her eyes, 
Josephine waited to identify the culprit. 

The slow movement of the door suddenly ceased. 
Three more figures crowded the silhouette. Then the 
door jerked sharply open, and a man with a gun in 
his hand stood framed in the doorway. 

He was smiling. It was a dead-pan smile, no mirth 
or humor warmed it. His eyes were deep-set, brown, 
hard, and cold as a striking snake’s. He wore a yellow 
straw hat pushed far back on his head so that his 
flaming red hair showed plainly in the sunlight. The 
finger that held the trigger of the .38 caliber police 
special revolver rubbed with sensuous pleasure 
against the chilled steel. 

The redheaded gunman nodded slightly. Three men 
with guns poured into the room. 

In a voice cool as it was insolent, the leader said, 
“This is a hold-up. Everybody reach for the ceiling. 
DU blast the first man or woman who makes a move.” 

Hands began to jerk upward. The look of disbelief 
on the face of the little man in shirtsleeves was mir- 
rored in the shocked and frightened faces of the other 
employees. A young woman started to scream. _ 

“Shut up!” commanded the man with the red hair. 

The woman stifled her cry. Silently, she began to 
sob. Moving toward her with steps so noiseless that 
he seemed to glide rather than walk, the leader reached 
her side. The hand that held the gun raised. The skin 
on his trigger finger began to whiten as the knuckle 
creased. 

In that instant, Josephine DiFiore sprang to her 
feet. Her dark eyes flashed fire. Anger, momentarily 
held in check by fear, burst its unwilling bonds. 

_ “You cheap hoodlum!” she cried out. “Leave that 
poor girl alone!” 

The gunman wheeled in her direction. His gun 
blazed at the same split second. A spurt of flame sent 
a slug tearing into Josephine DiFiore’s heart. 

Like water from an opened tap, blood splashed the 
bodice of her white linen dress. A pool of it already 
was on the floor when her dead body began to topple. 

Instinctively, a file clerk, Mary Solack, reached out 
to grab at Josephine before she hit the floor. The gun 
blazed again, and a bullet tore into Miss Solack’s right 
hip. A look of incredulity on her face, the blonde girl 
shivered convulsively and went down in an uncon- 
scious heap, her hand only an inch away from her 
dead friend’s. 


“Maybe that'll teach you to obey my orders,” the 


redheaded thug gloated. 

But the shots had one effect the leader hadn’t 
counted on. His three companions turned and fled 
down the corridor into the street. Only the killer 
held his ground. 

“Don’t get any ideas,” he told the gun-covered 
employees. 

According to the carefully rehearsed plan, one of 


DETECTIVE HYMIE LEVINE, as well known on Broadway as 
the stars, cornered the brazen redhead who slipped a wide- 
spread dragnet to defy the whole New York police force. 


the thugs was to have moved swiftly into the vice- 
president’s office, snatched the weekly payroll, and 
then run downstairs to the waiting car. There he was 
to have been joined by his companions. 

The killer walked to the window. He saw the car, 
its motor racing, waiting at the curb. He straightened, 
walked deliberately to the vice-president’s private 
office at the end of the hall. He saw the payroll in a 
white canvas sack lying on the safe. 

He was twenty feet away from his goal. The sound 
of footsteps coming up the uncarpeted stairs checked 
him. Without haste, he waited. Simon Winterbottom, 
a salesman for the company, bustled through the 
doorway of the outer office. He had been delayed in 
attending the “pep” meeting and wanted to get in on 
the tail end of it at least. 

Winterbottom blinked in surprise at the apparition 
of a man with a gun in his hand standing in the 
middle of the floor. 

“W-what ...” he began, but he never finished. A 
bullet entered his open mouth, tore his throat wide 
open. 

As though in a trance, the killer watched his victim. 
He liked the sudden and stark terror he saw in 


Winterbottom’s eyes. Fascinated, he watched Winter- 
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PETE POWERS: Out on bail on a stolen car charge, he promptly 
rejoined his pals to pull a $13,000 stickup. When picked up 
he was carrying a gun to which hairs and blood adhered. 


JOSEPHINE DIFIORE: With flashing eyes and admirable pluck, 
this girl “told off" the redheaded bandit leader. For this she 
was brutally murdered while her helpless co-workers looked on. 


HARRY LUCCASIK: Pulled in by the ever-suspicious Levine for 
driving a car without an owner's license, a routine checkup of 
his fingerprints revealed a criminal record as long as his arm. 


bottom’s blood make a crazy pattern on the cream- 
colored carpet. He aroused himself and sighed deeply. 

He remembered the payroll. But it was too late 
now. A babel of loud, excited voices was coming from 
the street. A milling crowd was gathering. With a last 
warning flourish of his gun, the killer cowed the 
terrified employees and raced down the stairs. He 
leaped onto the running-board of the getaway car, 
and the car shot forward. 

One man in the crowd had the presence of mind to 
act. He was a delivery 
man for the American Ex- 
press Company. He saw a 
brick in the gutter, picked 
it up and flung it through 
the rear window of the 
fast disappearing auto. 

The car didn’t halt. It 
swerved around Green- 
wich Street and was lost 
from sight. 

Police swarmed on the 
scene. The dead bodies of 
Josephine DiFiore and Simon. Winterbottom were 
covered with blankets. Mary Solack was rushed to St. 
Vincent’s Hospital in a critical condition. 

In charge of the dozen. detectives first to reach the 
scene was Inspector John Coughlin. From the numbed 
eye witnesses to the wanton double-murder, he ob- 
tained a working description of the three bandits and 
their redheaded leader. An immediate city-wide alarm 


- poured out over the police teletype. 


Except for the slugs from the killer’s gun, the bandits 
had left no real clues behind. But the modus operandi 
of the crime itself promised a lead: The bandits knew 
that the money for the payroll had been delivered by 
armored car guards only 15 minutes before their 
arrival. They knew it was on the safe in the vice- 
president’s office. Obviously, a finger-man had fed 
them the exact details for the job. 


WILLIAM REICHEL: One of McKenna's rodmen who was caught 
‘napping by a pair of wide-awake detectives. . . He was later 
isentenced to life imprisonment for his part in the crime. 


A careful scrutiny was immediately begun of the 
firm’s recently discharged employees. Likewise, 
all the names on the payroll were examined on the 
chance that one of them might possess a police record. 

But this was a laborious job; it would take time. 
Meanwhile the unholy quartet was on the loose. 

Of one thing Inspector Coughlin was certain—the 
bandits had been thwarted in their desire to obtain 
money. Soon, they would strike again. A hundred 
plainclothesmen and patrolmen were poured into the 
downtown area of the city, alert for any eventuality. 

For 12 hours the escaped thugs and their dark blue 
sedan managed to elude the widespread dragnet. At 
a few minutes after midnight, an alert policeman 
spotted the getaway car abandoned on a side street in 
the upper Bronx. 

Coughlin was notified, and he raced to the scene. 
The car was empty and stripped clean. Experts made 
an on-the-spot examination for possible fingerprints. 
None were found. The upholstery, compartments, 
floor, yielded not even a sliver in the way of a clue. 

The number of the license plate was 1Y-65-45. A 
check with the Motor Vehicle Bureau revealed that 
the plates had been issued a few months ago to a 
Brooklyn, New York, resident. Detectives lost no time 
getting to the address. They were informed by the 
landlady, whom they had aroused from sleep, that no 
tenant having such a name as shown on the car regis- 
tration lived (here Further, he never had lived there. 
She had never seen the car before. She was equally 
emphatic in her statement that at no time had a man 
with flaming red hair, brown eyes, and thin, tight 
lips boarded. at her house. 

A check of the sedan’s serial number disclosed that 
the car had been reported stolen a day before the plates 
had been issued. The quartet had laid their plans well 
in advance. 

The gunmen’s cool effrontery and slick manner of 
cperation indicated clearly that they were professional 
crooks. Yet the men had worn no masks and took no 


pains whatever to hide.their faces from the dozens of 
witnesses in the crowded office. Obviously, they were 
not afraid of being identified by rogues’ gallery pic- 
tures. Their cock-sureness was justified when none of 
the employees of the Sunglo-Sills Company was able 
to identify a single one of the men from existing 
police photographs. 

A natural conclusion was that the gang was an 
importation from another city. 

Had they fled? Inspector Coughlin doubted it. They 
had come here to make a haul. They would stay until 
they made one. 

Coughlin’s shrewd reasoning proved correct. Seven 
days after the holdup murders of Miss DiFiore and 
Simon Winterbottom, the thugs struck again. At half- 
past nine that morning, an excited telephone call came 
to police headquarters. ` 

The voice informed the desk sergeant, “A couple of 
minutes ago, I was driving my car on 72nd Street and 
Riverside Drive. I had to stop for a red light. A man 
leaped into the car and shoved himself into the seat 
alongside me. He had a gun in his hand. He ordered 
me to drive crosstown to (Continued on page 43) 


MICHAEL "RED" McKENNA: His mania for murder resulted 
in the taking of five human lives before he came to the end of 
the line in the emotionless, cold-blooded manner typical of him. 
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“Please don’t kill me, please!" 
Silence followed this agonized, 
plea. . . . Silence and the 
body hurtled through space 


A STUDY IN UNREQUITED LOVE—and MURDER! 


BY CECIL WINSTEAD 


HE two fishermen sitting in the moonlight on 
Ta banks of the Cape Fear River watched their 
corks bobble in the silver-splashed stream. 


They were farmers who worked hard during the — 
day. Finishing their chores early, they had grabbed ` 


their poles and tackle and hurried to the river at 
nightfall to get in a few hours at their favorite rec- 
reation. It was the mild spring night of March 24. 

-One of the men stood up and stretched. “It’s 
eleven o'clock, he remarked. “I’m getting sleepy.” 

At that moment, a sharp scream of intense agony 
shattered the Svenne quiet, echoing along the river 
bank, 


The other man, now on his feet, Sane a startled 
glance at his companion, “What was that?” he asked, = 


shivering. 


“It was a woman’s voice. Sounded like she was 


in trouble. It came from the highway over there.” 

Dropping their poles, they plowed headlong 
through the dense reeds, willows and underbrush. 

Another terrifying scream rang out. “Don’t kill 
me! Please don’t kill mei A woman’s voice rose 
and fell in great pain. 

The two. men dashed frantically towards the 
white concrete bridge looming acain the night 
three hundred yards away. 

Suddenly the screams ceased. There followed a 
loud splash as if some heavy object had been thrown 


into the water. A gurgling sound was cut short 


by the roar of an automobile. motor. Gears clashed 
and the sound of the engine. faded away into the 
distance., 

‘The frightened men finally reached the highway. 
Climbing the fill, they dashed out on the bridge. 


But they were too late, The car had already dis- ` 
appeared, and there was no sign of the object that - 


had been tossed into the shimmering waters of the 
river. An ominous silence hung over the peaceful, 
tranquil. scene. 

Standing there in the hazy darkness, the fisher- 


men had a dreadful premonition murder had been ` 
committed seconds before on the very spot where ` 


they now stood. Apparently, the slayer had violently 


beaten his victim unconscious and tossed her body 


over the railing into the water below. ; 

One of the men wiped the sweat from his brow. 
“This is a job for the authorities,’ he decided 
quickly. 

His companion nodded agreement. 

They started off at top speed. 


Thus was the curtain drawn on one of the most 
baffling cases in the crime history of North Carolina; 
a case that was destined to have state-wide rami- 
fications, to spread across a half-dozen counties and 
to be solved only by the close cooperation of 
numerous officials. 

The men had been fishing hear Ava Ferry 
Bridge, about 13 miles from Pittsboro, North Caro- 
lina. Within a half-hour, they covered the three 
miles to the home of Deputy Sheriff Henry Har- 


rington. Finding the officer, they informed nm of 


the strange incident at the bridge. 
Harrington definitely agreed with them` that an 
investigation. should be launched. He telephoned 


= Sheriff G. Walker Blair in Pittsboro, passing on the 
- information he had received. Blair suggested. that 
- they return to the scene and wait for him. 


-Since the Cape Fear River is the dividing: ‘line 
for Lee and Chatham Counties, Blair wished to 
make positive the. jurisdiction. He called Sam 


` Womble, the sheriff of Lee County, at his home in 
Sanford and explained what had happened. 


Meanwhile, Harrington secured a flashlight and 
took the fishermen in his car to the bridge. As he 
drove over the airt road, a sudden oe struck 
him. 

“Maybe the car you heard left some tire prints,” 
he said to the men. “Since it’s late, I doubt that 
another car has been along.” ` es 

Directing the rays of his flashlight on the clay R 
road leading up to the bridge, the deputy began a 
thorough search for tire tracks. His efforts were 
soon rewarded. One of the tires had struck a oe 


‘spot and left behind a clear impression. 


“It was a ‘Firestone; ? Harrington observed. “py 


make a copy of it for future use.” 


. He got out a pad and penei and made a Tough 


drawing of the tire print. 


“We ought to start to look for- the body,” Har- 


rington suggested. 


- “That’s a good idea, o ate of the fishermen agreed. 
“Come on. Theresa rowboat up the stream about- 


a hundred yards.” 


The three men found the boat and climbed in. 
While his companions rowed, Harrington played 
the beam of his light over the murky water. Moving 
around under the bridge. for sometime, they. bumped 
into a couple of logs but no body. 

“I guess it’s no use, boys,” Harrington finally — 
Said. “Tt ‘probably went downstream. We ll have 


to call off the search until morning.” 

Returning to the bridge, they 
found Sheriff Blair and Deputy C. 
T. Desern had arrived. The next 
moment a car pulled up on the Lee 
County side of the river. Sheriff 
Womble and his chief deputy, W. R. 
McCauley piled out and joined the 
group. At the request. of Sheriff 
Blair, the fishermen repeated their 
story. Harrington then related the 
steps he had taken. 

“Let’s have a look at the railing,” 
Blair suggested. 


A FEW minutes later, they were 
all staring at the fresh crimson 
stains on the white concrete wall 
near the center of the bridge. Sher- 
iff Blair moved closer and detected 
several long black hairs on the 
surface. . ` 

“There’s little doubt that some- 
thing of a violent nature took place 
here tonight,” he said grimly. 


“It was murder all right,” Har-- 


rington decided. “But who was the 
victim? Why was she killed?” 
Blair shook his head slowly. “I 
don’t know—but I’m going to find 
out,” he declared. “However, there’s 
nothing we can do until morning.” 
Sheriff Womble put away his 
flashlight. “There’s a slim possi- 


it was im the North Carolina State Prison 
at Raleigh that the reluctant lover at- 
empted to commit suicide, thwart justice. 


bility the woman who was killed 


_may be missed before morning,” he 


asserted. "Wed better check with 
the police when we get back.’ 

“At least, it will give us some- 
thing to go on,” Blair agreed. 

The conference was ended and 
the men returned to their homes 
for the night. 

By morning, news of the mysteri- 
ous happening at the bridge had 
spread across the county and 
brought a huge crowd to the banks 
of the river. Sheriff Blair directed 
the search that followed. The river 
was soon dotted with a dozen row- 


The prominent and wealthy contractor 
was brought into the investigation when 
Sheriff Blair unearthed a 


boats. Grim-faced men probed deep- 
ly into the stream with poles and 
grappling irons. 

Meanwhile, the mystery had 
deepened when it was learned that ` 
no woman had been reported miss- 
ing from Lee and Chatham counties 
during the past twenty-four hours. 
The authorities wondered if the 


victim had been from some other 
community. 

Sheriff Blair studied the matter 
and decided that perhaps some one 
. living near the bridge might have 
passed along and seen the slayer 
with his victim. With this in mind, 


"iove" note. 


What was the motive for the murder of popular Annie B. Terry? Sheriff.G. Walker Blair directed the search 


Who was her secret suitor? 


he assigned Deputies Desern and 


Harrington to question every resi- 
dent in the sparsely settled neigh- 


borhood. The deputies got busy, 


moving from farm to farm. 


Finally, Desern got a break when 
he talked with a couple who lived 


on a farm near the river. 
“Yes, I think maybe I saw some- 


thing you ought to know about,” 
the man replied in answer to his 
questions. “My wife and I had been. 
into town to do our shopping like 
-we always do on Saturday night. It 
was about eleven o’clock when we 
reached Avent’s Ferry Bridge. As 
we came up the fill, lights flashed 
on up ahead, and we saw a car 


parked in the middle of the bridge. 
Then the lights went off.” 


“What kind of automobile was 


it?” Desern asked eagerly. 


The farmer scratched his head 


` slowly. 


«Looked like one of them late model 


' Nashes.”’ 


“It was a green coupe. 


“Did you see the driver?” 

“T didn’t—but my wife did. She 
was on the side opposite him.” 

`Desern turned to the woman. 
“Can you describe him for me?” 

“I think so,” she answered. “The 


S - 


How could police locate him? for the victim's body, found in the river bed 


nine days after her strange disappearance. 


moon was shining, and it was almost. 
as light as day. He was a middle- 
aged man, kind of stout with a 
square face.” 

“Did you see a woman in the 
ear?” 

She shook her head. “I’m sure 
there wasn’t one,” she replied. 

Thanking the couple, Desern 
moved on with his work. Exultant 
over his discovery, he warmed to 
his task. An hour later, he halted 
in the driveway of a service station 
near Merry Oaks and engaged in a 


conversation with the proprietor. ae 
He received a pleasant surprise : fae 
when the station owner admitted FOUNO HERE 


that the green Nash coupe had 
stopped at his place on the previous 
night. 

“Tell me about it,” the deputy 
requested. 

“Well, this car pulls up out there 
about ten-thirty, and I went out to 
it. The driver ordered a couple of 
soft drinks so I went in and got 
them.” 

“Was he alone?” 

“No. There was a woman with 
him.” . ; 

“Can you give us a description of 


a = The investigation centered around the 
the woman?” (Continued on page 51) ey points indicated on this graphic map. 
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T takes a very great deal to shock 

a Chicago policeman. 

Chicago hasn’t been called the 
"Crime Capital of the World” for 
nothing. It’s a dull day in the Windy 
City when the police don’t have at 
least one murder mystery, and 
there was a time—on a past St. 
Valentine's Day-—when they've had 
more than half a dozen murders in 
less than half an hour. 

The police take all this in stride, 
and rarely have I seen these hard- 
ened officials display surprise or 
shock at the crimes they’re called 
upon to investigate. 

But near the end of this last sum- 
mer, they had a case of murder 
dumped in their laps that gave them 
quite a jolt. For once, they really 
were shocked. 

The first grisly discovery was 
made early Tuesday morning, Au- 
gust 26, 1947, when an employee of 
Procter and Gamble Company 
started sweeping the company’s 
Zz dock alongside the north branch of 
the Chicago River. 

He noticed a newspaper parcel 
lying near the edge of the dock, and 
he stooped to pick it up, hop- 
ing it might be something of 
value. But when he opened 


ENIGMA WOMAN: Anna Sosnowski 
studies picture of her husband, whose 
body almost defied identification and his 
sadistic killer almost defied detection. 


the parcel, his eyes bulged with 
horror. 3 

He was staring at the dismem- 
bered parts of a human body! 

He snapped out of his daze and 
hurried to inform his boss. The 
latter called the police, and De- 
tective James O’Connor arrived 
promptly to examine the human 
fragments—two feet, a thigh, a left 
hand, and part of a left arm severed 
near the elbow. 

“The rest of the corpse must be 
around here somewhere,” Detective 
O’Connor reasoned, and he started 
a careful search of the area. 

Finally, on the other side of the 
river, he found a second bundle. It 
lay on an old wooden catwalk near 
the water’s edge, and it contained 
parts of two legs and a right hand. 

Detective O’Connor felt a wave 
of nausea sweep over him as he ex- 
amined the gruesome objects, but 
he quickly thrust the feeling aside. 
There was detective work to be done 
here—and at once. 

Obviously, a murder had been 
committed—a murder of the most 
ghastly sort. O’Connor looked at 
the loading platform where the first 
bundle was found, at the catwalk 
where he had discovered the second, 


THEY FOUND HIS BODY PIECE BY PIECE, AND THE 
STORY REVEALED BY THE MOST SHOCKING CRIME OF 
1947 WAS AS SCARLET AS THE CORPSE WAS CRIM- 


SON, AND AS BIZARRE AS ANYTHING OUT OF FICTION 


GRUESOME PACKAGE: Parts of a man's body 
wrapped in a sheet and paper as found by police 
was identified as the torso of Tony Sosnowski. 


/ 
Police shown at the gruesome task of searching 
for other pieces of the victim’s body found in the 
vicinity of the Chicago River North Avenue bridge. 


and then at the North 
Avenue bridge which 
spans the river at this 
point. He quickly made 
a logical deduction: ` 

“Both these parcels 
were thrown from that- 
bridge. The murderer 
tried to throw them in the 
river but had bad aim.” 

His next move was to con- 
tact the night bridge tender. 
He found the man still in his 
watch-tower at one end of the 
bridge. 

“You were on duty here all 
night?” the detective asked. 

“T was.” 

“During the night, did you see 
anybody throw anything from the 
bridge?” 

The bridge tender shook his head. 
“Nope. Things were quiet here all 
night. Nothing unusual. I didn’t 
notice anybody loitering on the 
bridge or trying to throw something 
in the river.” i 


ANTHONY SOSNOWSKI: Who was the blood- 
thirsty fiend responsible for his ghastly murder? 
The method and manner of his slaying suggested 
a maniac was on the loose in the Windy City. 
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LIEUTENANT LEROY STEFFENS flashes his light on the bloody bath- 
room floor where the butcher obviously hacked away at the body. 


Detective O’Connor looked from the tower, which 
commanded a view of the entire bridge and concluded 
that it would have been difficult for the murderer to 
dispose of his grisly burden there without being 
spotted. 

So that seemed to end that lead. 


Could it be that the murderer had deliberately ` 


“planted”? the mutilated parts of his victim’s body for 
the police to-find? 

This seemed a bit too fantastic. But Chicago detec- 
tives, accustomed to all manner of weird crimes, have 
learned never to disregard any possibility, no matter 
how fantastic. Detective O’Connor went back to the 
river’s edge. 

He made another thorough search of both banks of 
the river, hoping to find the missing parts of the 
murdered man’s body—the head and torso which might 
aid in identification of the victim. ° 

But his efforts were in vain. 

He called headquarters and reported the murder. 
Shortly after, Chief of Detectives Walter Storms and 
Lieutenant Leroy Steffens of the homicide detail were 
inspecting’ the bundles of human flesh at the Detective 
Bureau. 

They found several promising clues. Both bundles 
were wrapped in bloodstained sheeting and in Polish 
language newspapers, and these were carefully pre- 


When police stepped into this bedroom they recoiled in horror at the 
bloody sight that met their eyes; it was a virtual slaughterhouse. 


served to be examined by specialists for fingerprints. 

The coroner’s office was notified, and Deputy Cor- 
oner Einer Erie hurried to the Bureau to look at the 
fragments of flesh. 

“From. the condition of this flesh,” he said, “Pda say 
this man hasn’t been dead for more than twelve or 
fourteen hours.” 

So the man had been murdered on the previous 
night—or at the earliest, in the afternoon—and the 
murderer had lost no time in dissecting the body and 
tossing it at the river—or “planting” it there to taunt 
the police. 

Who was the murdered man? 

That, of course, was a question of prime importance 
to police, and every effort was made to answer it. 


[pee amputated hands were fingerprinted and 
checked with the prints on file in the Bureau of 
Identification. 

No corresponding prints could be found, indicating 
the man had no criminal record. The fingerprints 
were then sent to the Federal Bureau of Investigation 
in Washington, D. C., to be checked with its much 
larger file. 

The deputy coroner judged the mutilated flesh came 
from a man of forty-five to fifty-five years, and the 
calloused hands indicated the victim had been used 
tc hard manual work. The fingers of the left hand 
were heavily stained with nicotine, and this_indicated 
he was left-handed and very fond of cigarettes. 

None of which was of any great help in establishing 
his identity! ; 

The detectives turned their attention to the blood- 


stained Polish newspapers. One of the papers, Zgoda, 
was published in Chicago. The other, American Echo, 
was a Toledo publication. Lieutenant Steffens wired 
the Toledo police for a list of Chicago distributors of 
the latter paper. 

A rather forlorn hope, it seemed, trying to trace 
each of the thousands of Chicago readers of the two 
newspapers! But the Chicago police were determined 
to overlook nothing in their search for clues. 

Dr. Richard M. Snodgrass, anthropologist at the 
University of Chicago, was called upon to examine 
the bones and fragments of flesh on the chance he 
might be able to ascertain more facts about the mur- 
dered man—age, weight, height, even perhaps his 
ancestry—and the doctor did a good scientific job, but 
unfortunately it didn’t furnish the police with ad- 
ditional leads. 

An embalming teacher, E. C. Johnson, was also 
called in, with the hope he might. be able to supply 
a clue to the type of person who dissected the body. 

After examining the dissected parts, Mr. Johnson 
said: “A sharp knife was used to cut through the 
flesh. The bones were then sawed through above the 
joints. It was a rather skillful job.” 

It was now pretty definitely established that the 
unknown murder victim was a thick-set, muscular, 
left-handed man about fifty years of age, accustomed 
to hard labor and addicted to cigarettes. 

It also seemed evident he had put up a desperate 
fight for his life. A deep knife slash on his left hand 
indicated that. Hence, he probably was murdered by 
.a person even more powerful than he—a person 
strong enough to overpower him and slash and 
hammer him to death. That suggested the murder was 
committed in a sort of insane fury. i 

“It looks like the work of a madman,” commented 
Detective Chief Storms. (Continued on page. 64) 


CAPTAIN GEORGE HOMER holds the hammer the fiend used to fell 
the victim———to subdue the latter for the awful thing that followed. 


Her face masked in an inscrutable expression, Mrs. Sosnowski stares. 
z straight ahead as Lieutenant Steffens displays the lethal weapon. 
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CHIEF OF POLICE CLAYTON JORDAN, left, and 
OFFICER EARL BURKETT, who was shot down in cold 
blood during a routine check-up at headquarters. 


T nearly four o'clock in the 
morning, there was no one on 
the streets of Monahans, 

Texas, to hear the single, muffled 
shot that echoed ominously on the 
still night air from the small con- 
crete structure serving as temporary 
police station and city lockup. 

The building, in use as a jail 
while construction was being com- 
pleted on a new Ward County 
courthouse, suddenly was alive with 


action. Two figures scurried from 
the dimly lighted doorway and 
disappeared into the shadows 


around the side. An automobile 
starter whirred noisily, the motor 
caught and raced for an instant, 
then a car careened wildly into the 
street, the red glow of its tail light 
melting swiftly into the night. 

A third figure appeared in the 
doorway, hesitated an instant, 
stepped cautiously outside. Then, 
as if he were being pursued by the 
devil himself, the man strode out 
in a mad dash across the street to- 
ward the lighted front of an all- 
night restaurant. 

Bursting through the door, he 
shouted to an astonished counter- 
man: “The cop’s been shot— 
Burkett! They shot him and made 
off in his car. I called the tele- 
phone operator to get the sheriff. 
Somebody come on back and wait 
with me—” 

The counter-man’s eyes widened. 
There was no doubting the truth of 
the shaking newcomer’s words. The 
fellow was scared half to death 
himself. Two patrons arose ex- 
citedly from their unfinished cof- 
fee and started across the street, 
followed by the man who had given 
the alarm. ; 

“Get a cab or something and 


take Burkett to the hospital,” the 
counter-man shouted after them. 
"Um going to get the chief.” 

Slamming the door of the deserted 
restaurant. behind him, he raced 
the couple of blocks to the home of 
Police Chief Clayton Jordan. The 
latter, aroused from his sleep, 
leaped into his clothes and within 
five minutes was wheeling his car 
toward the suddenly aroused main 
street. 

From among the crowded gather- 
ing at the impromptu jail, someone 
shouted: ‘“They’ve taken Burkett 
to the hospital, chief. The sheriff’s 
in there looking around—” 

Jordan let out the clutch, stepped 
on the gas. “Tell him Ill be back. 
I’m going to the hospital.” 

At the hospital, he learned that 
Earl Burkett, his 26-year-old night 
marshal, had been rushed to the 
operating room, still alive and part- 
ly conscious. The young officer, he 
was told, was in grave condition. 
The bullet had entered his left chest, 
glanced off a rib and ranged down- 
ward, lodging against the spine. 
Doctors were planning an emer- 
gency operation. 

“You can talk with him if you’ll 


hurry,” a doctor said. “He wants 
to see you.” 
The plucky young policeman 


ground his teeth in pain, raised 
weakly on an elbow as Jordan en- 
tered the operating room. “I’m 
sorry, chief,’ he gasped. “I guess 
I made a mess—” 

Jordan forced a smile which he 
did not feel. “Forget it, Earl—and 
take it easy, boy. Just tell me what 
happened and who did this to you.” 

“It was those two I had out at 
your house, chief,” Burkett moaned. 
“I guess I was pretty careless. I 
thought they were just a couple of 
punk kids—” 

As the wounded officer paused, 
gasping for breath, Jordan’s mind 
raced back over earlier events. 
Burkett had awakened him at his 
home little more than a half hour 
before word came that he had been 
shot. He had reported the appre- 
hension of two youths whom he had 
found loitering suspiciously about 
the otherwise deserted streets. When 
Jordan had suggested accompanying 
his young officer to the jail to ques- 
tion and book the prisoners, Burkett 
had scoffed at the idea, insisting 
that he could handle them alone. 


Burkett was like that, the chief 
reflected bitterly—always shoulder- 
ing more than his load in an effort 
to save inconvenience for others. 
Always in the past he had proved 
entirely capable of coping with any 
situation confronting him. But 
now... 

With an effort, Burkett continued 
his story: “I got them in the jail 
all right and searched one of them. 


He had nothing on him, so I turned . 


to the other one standing in a cor- 
ner by the desk. I just did see him, 
out of the corner of my eye, reach- 
ing into his shirt. I made a grab for 
him, but he had a gun out and I saw 
it flash in my face...” 

He concluded with a helpless ges- 
ture that told more clearly than 
words how oblivion had overtaken 
him, blotting from his memory all 
that had followed. His eyes closed, 
he sank wearily back on the table. 
At a nod from the doctor, Jordan 
arose, took reluctant leave. As he 
drove back toward the scene of the 


tragedy, he muttered bitter ven- 
geance on the cowardly gunman who 
had brought misfortune to his friend 
and fellow officer. 

At the jail, Jordan found that 
Sheriff F. I. Dyer had acted prompt- 
ly on the one promising bit of in- 
formation in the case. 

‘The one who did the shooting got 
away in Burkett’s car,” the sheriff 
explained. “I’ve put out a broadcast 
to apprehend it.” 

There had been a lone prisoner in 
the jail at the time Burkett brought 
in the two youths. Awakened by 
voices, he had listened to Burkett 
question the pair. After the shot 
was fired and the pair had fled, he 
had rushed to a window in time to 
see one youth run into the shadows 
behind the building, the other, with 
a pistol still held in his hand, leap 
into Burkett’s machine and drive 


into the street. He had then sum- 


‘moned the telephone operator to 


notify the sheriff and had run to the 
restaurant across the street. 

He was able to furnish no descrip- 
tion of the pair. 

“What reason did Earl have for 
picking those two up in the first- 
place?" Dyer asked of Jordan. 

“Well, he saw them wandering 
around the street, and one of the 
things he mentioned when he 
brought them to my house was that 
they might be the two wanted up in 
Hobbs, New Mexico—” 

Dyer whistled sharply between 
his teeth. He had received a report 
earlier in the evening of an ex-con- 
vict by the name of “Red” Bailey 
who, with a companion, was wanted 
for the theft of a car and the sus- 
pected abduction of three young 
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girls. Bailey had been described 
as dangerous. 

Further questioning of the jail in- 
mate disclosed that he had over- 
heard no detail of the conversation 
between Burkett and the two youths 
to provide the slightest clue to their 
-identities or where they were from. 

Jordan and Dyer felt comfort, 
however, in the belief that the sher- 
iff’s prompt broadcast of the alarm 
might lead to the apprehension of 
Burkett’s car in short order. There 
were few avenues of escape, and 
they should have been quickly 
blocked by highway patrolmen and 
officers of adjoining counties. 

The only east-and-west route was 
Highway U.S. 80, between Fort ` 
Worth and El Paso, forming Mon- 
ahans’ main street. For 35 miles 
either way out of Monahans, be- 
tween Odessa to the east and Pecos 
to the west, the only routes to the 
north were those to Wink and Ker- 
mit and on the 85 miles to Hobbs. 
To the south was a single doubtful 
road leading 51 miles to Fort Stock- 
ton. 

Otherwise, there was nothing 
save the rough and winding trails- 
leading nowhere through the 
sprawling prairie ranch lands and 
oil fields surrounding the town. 
They could provide only temporary 
refuge at best. 

But hours later on that morning 
of Wednesday, May 17, 1939, there 
was still no sign of the fugitives or 
of Earl Burkett’s missing automo- 


bile. The wounded officer had un-  - -————™” a 

dergone an emergency operation to - Behind this handsome baby face lurks a vicious snarling slayer; his 
remove the bullet lodged against sanguinary crime career was nipped in the bud by Texas’ top sleuths. ; 
his spine, but with doubtful re- 

sults. His condition was grave, and | SRE RE 


doctors could only shake their heads 


SHERIFF F. i. DYER holds the gun which 
took the life of his fellow-officer; the 
weapon was important in clinching case. 
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Before the alarm could be given, the cop-hating killer jumped into the 
victim's car and, uided by darkened streets, made good his swift escape. 


regarding his chances for survival. 

Meanwhile, Dyer and Jordan 
were leaving nothing undone to run 
down the slightest shred of infor- 
mation concerning the mysterious 
youths whose futhless crime had 
aroused the little town to a fever 
pitch of outraged excitement. The 
town and all of the surrounding 
‘area was thoroughly combed for 
the sight of an abandoned automo- 
bile or for some word that the pair 
had been seen on the streets during 
the evening prior to their apprehen- 
sion by. Burkett. 


d Kaie proprietor of a tourist camp 

on the extreme west edge of town 
provided Jordan with the first tip. 
He frowned thoughtfully as he lis- 
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An officer points to the spot in the im- 
provised jail where the handsome young 
policeman was mowed down by the thug. 


tened to the meager information in 
the chief’s possession. 

“I had four young fellows from 
New Mexico stop here last night,” 
he said. “I noticed only two of 
"em around this morning. I be- 
lieve they’re down in their cabin 
right now—” 

He indicated a cabin near the end 
of a row and Jordan, summoning a 
deputy waiting in the car outside, 
approached it. A rap on the door 
was answered at once. A thin, 
gangling youth stared wide-eyed at 
the two grim-faced officers who 
faced him. Inside they saw a sec- 
ond youth sprawled on a bed. He 
raised himself awkwardly as his 
companion was ushered unceremo- 
niously inte the single reom. 


A swift glance around showed the ` 


officers that the two were alone. 
“Where are your pals?” Jordan de- 
manded sharply. : 

The youth on the bed spoke first. 
“They didn’t come back. Why— 
are they in trouble?” 

Jordan’s eyes narrowed. “You 
probably know as much about that 
as we do. In fact, maybe you had a 
hand in shooting the policeman 
this morning!” 

Both youths’ jaws dropped. They 
exchanged quick, fearful glances. 
“Honest, Mister,” the one on the 
bed spoke again, “we don’t know a 
thing about those guys. We met 
them on the road down here, and 
all of us picked up a ride on a 
truck—” 


Before hearing the rest of the . 


story, Jordan carefully searched 
both quaking suspects and found 
them unarmed. A quick but thor- 
ough inspection of the cabin like- 
wise revealed no weapons or any- 
thing of a suspicious nature. 
tification found on the two gave the 
names of Joe Regan and Tom Man- 
ley, both of New Mexico. T 
Continuing their story, the pair 


explained that all four had gone 


into town to eat after renting the 
cabin. Returning later, the other 
two had complained of feeling ill. 
Shortly before midnight, they had 
left for town alone to look for medi- 
cine. Apparently, they had not re- 
turned. 

None of the four had been in pos- 
session of a car when they met, 
and descriptions of neither of the 
missing pair seemed to match that 
of the fugitive “Red” Bailey. 


Iden-. 


Taking the two suspects into 
town, Jordan stood them before the 
prisoner who had witnessed the 
gunmen’s flight. ~He could only 
shake his head uncertainly. 

Jordan lost no further time dis- 
patching a wire to their home town 
in New Mexico, asking information 
about the pair. 

Thursday morning, a little more 
than 24 hours after the shooting, 
Earl Burkett lost his courageous 
battle for life. Word spread that 
the fugitives were now wanted for 
murder. Throughout western Texas, 
grim-faced officers heard it and 
squared their jaws with determina- 
tion to apprehend the vicious killers 
of their brother officer. 

Jordan had one of the lethal bul- 
lets probed from the _ victim’s 
wounds. ‘I’m sending this to the 
State Police ballistics lab,” he told 
Dyer. “If we can find out the kind 
of a gun it was fired from, that’s 
more than we know now.” | 

Dyer nodded agreement, reaching 
for the telephone ringing insistently 


. on his desk. An instant later he sat 


tensely, eyes snapping, listening to 
a voice on the wire. Jamming the 
instrument back in place, he leaped 
to his feet, pushing the hat firmly on 
his head. 

“Ym heading for Van Horn,” he 
said crisply. “They just pulled a 
red-headed young guy off a box car 
on a train heading for El Paso. He 
may be Bailey!” 

Night blanketed the prairie coun- 
tryside when the sheriff returned 
wearily from his dash to Van Horn, 
125 miles (Continued on page '55) 


The first vital clue to the identity of the fast-traveling killer was given 


d : by the cooperative manager of this tourist camp on the edge of town. E 
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The patrolman at the helm is a licensed pilot, with Keen-eyed Captain Klotzback studies charts of the 
a thorough knowledge of ship mechanics. These harbor to check location of a complaint received 
sea-faring sleuths are part of Police Department. at the Harbor Precinct. Action swiftly follows. 


The work of Harbor Patrolmen is dramatically revealed 


in this tense picture story . . . Work that embodies 


danger, daring, skill... . Their activities include routine 


proper license, fire equipment, and life pre- 


= | servers, to grappling for bodies lost in airplane 

, ah an 
e crashes, suicides, murder victims, to re- 
trieving property lost or thrown over- 


SLEUTH board in an attempt = oe 


criminating evidence 
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The men who man this police launch are proud of 
their vessel as it skims New York's ever-active 

em harbor, keep boat in topcondition for emergencies. 


Members of a Police Launch getting a boat into 
position to grapple for property in the East River 
which will serve as evidence in a murder case. 


A waterfront patrolman adjusts his equipment 
from the stern of a launch before submerging it 
for the task of fishing out victims of plane crash, 
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Practice drill in leie gun handling . .. A line is 
shot across to a vessel in distress, to secure it 
into a more favorable position for assistance. 
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Here we see the crew of a police boat recovering 
an automobile which toppled off the Staten Island 
Ferry slip. Patrolman, lower left, removes victim. 


Machine guns and other firearms must at all times 
be in shipshape condition. New York's vital 
harbor is policed twenty-four hours a day. 
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A HAIR-RAISING ACCOUNT OF BLACI 


TREACHERY, GREED, AND HORROR, AL 


THE VEIL OF SECRECY — 
SURROUNDING THE 
UNHOLY SLAYING 
IS AN EPIC IN DE- 
TECTIVE CRAFTS- 
MANSHIP... 


HESE spells have never failed,” insisted 

the woman. “And they’re easy to cast 

over anyone. I’ve heard of lots of people 

who have used them.” She smoothed a strand of 

her black, straggling hair back from her fat, florid 

face and beady eyes as she leaned across the glass- 

ringed table and peered anxiously at her companion. 

He was much younger than the slatternly virago. Rais- 

ing his heavy-lidded dark eyes, he stared vacantly at 

her. He rubbed his hand through a shock of black hair 
and shook his head. 

The pair sat at a back table in a saloon in the squalid 

foreign section of Montreal. The heat was oppressive. 

The woman smoothed out the wrinkles in her black 


bombazine dress and spoke again, the perspiration. 


glistening on her face, 

“Look, I have the money right here. You write the 

letter to this professor in New York and get the words 

of the spell. Then we'll use it on that priest and finish 

him first.” 

“No,” muttered her friend as he shifted his long 

legs under his chair and leaned forward. His 

sallow features contrasted strangely with the 

white, prominent teeth as he spoke. ‘Not 
against a holy man.” 

“All right,” agreed the fat woman, 
“There’s plenty. of others to use 
it against. You’ll write for the 
magic, won’t you?” 


“Yes, tomorrow,” agreed the man. He shouted loudly 
for more wine. i 

The professor in New York supplied the unwhole- 
some couple one of his most powerful spells for one 
dollar. It was simple and yet effective. To bring about 
disaster and death to another person, the spell-caster 
stared fixedly at the back of the doomed one and then, 
taking three smart paces backwards, repeated the 
words, “Diabolos verbosum murrat.” This was to be 
done many timesaday. At the end of a definite period, 
which depended on the age of the victim, he would 
meet with a violent accident.. 

The unholy couple had at first planned to use the 
spell on one of the priests of the Church whom they 
hated for some fancied grievance. But the man ob- 
jected. They were still wrangling as to who should be 
the first victim of their powers when the woman de- 
cided to consult a fortune teller to help them. It was 
the advice of this charlatan that precipitated. the ter- 
rible events that followed. So-»strong was the belief 


, of these people in the powers of evil and darkness that 


they carried out the merest hint of the faker in the 
most literal way. : 

It was June 29, to be exact, that two youngsters 
sauntered along the road near Blue Bonnets race track 
on their way to school. As they passed the trolley 


‘siding, they tossed pebbles down to the track. One of 


them laughed as his narrowly missed a sleeping man. 
More daring, his friend rolled one that thumped against 


MACABRE MYSTERY of the 


LOVERS - 


BY W. W. BRIDE 


The haglike fortune teller pointed her 
bony fingers at the bloody prediction re- 
vealed in her crystal ball as the swarthy, 
scheming pair listened in rapt attention. 
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He had a penchant for easy money, another man's wife, and 
he dabbled in murder by magic. His powers didn't phase police. 


the fellow’s side. Poised to run, the gamins waited for 
results. The man didn’t move. Curious, they moved 
down the slope to the tracks. Then, one of them cried 
shrilly. 

“He hasn’t any head. Look, he’s all blood.” 

At a mad pace, the lads dashed to the police station 
at Mount Royal in Quebec. There they poured out the 
story of their gruesome discovery to 
Chief Sam Elliott of the Quebec Police. 
At once, Doctor Malcolm Ross and the 
Chief drove out to the spot. : 

The body was a grisly sight. The 
head had been so thoroughly pulped 
that there was not enough left of the 
face to recognize. The coarse clothing, 
the calloused hands, and worn boots in- 
dicated. that the victim was a laborer. 
The hands were clean except for the grime 
caked under the broken nails. The clothing, 
shirt, and trousers were clean. 

“Had time to go home and clean up after 
work, anyway,” said Chief Elliott. “How 
long has he been here, Doc?” 

“Td guess about twelve hours,” said Dr. 
Ross. ‘‘Good a place as any to commit a mur- 
der, since there’s little traffic on this spur.” 

“Say,” cried the Chief. “This is inside the city 
limits. I’d better phone Brodeur and get some of his 
men out here, too.” 

Chief Inspector Brodeur of the City of Montreal 
Police at once ordered Detective Sergeant Ernest Fran- 
coeur, Detective T. Prysky, and Constable Roch Delani- 
ello out to the spot. 

There was nothing in the victim’s pockets to aid in 
identification. Through the caked blood, the men could 
see graying hair and patches of swarthy skin. He might 
have been either a French-Canadian or an Italian. The 
clothing was of the cheapest kind and carried no iden- 
tifying marks. 53 l 


SERGEANT OF DETECTIVES Ernest Francoeur played a prom 
inent part in exposing culprits in the spine-chilling murder plot 


While waiting for the photographers and the ambu- 
lance to arrive, the officers scanned the area around 
the corpse. The murder weapon lay in plain view. A 
wooden club about four feet long, dented and blood- 
stained at one end, had been carelessly tossed aside. 
Sergeant Francoeur studied it closely without touching 
it. It was planed on all four sides, notched at the ends, 
and dented twice in its length. It was 
a bed slat, the officer suddenly realized. 
The dents were made by the springs, 
and the notches fitted into the sides of 
the bed. . 

“This is what they finally used,” 
called out Detective Prysky. He stood 
pointing to a large boulder that lay 
a few feet away from the battered 
corpse. It weighed about fifty pounds 
and was jagged in shape. One side was stained 
with blood. The head of the victim had, been 
crushed like an egg shell by the weight of this 
massive block. 

Eugene Laflamme, head of the identification 
bureau, completed his work of checking the teeth, 
color of hair, location of scars or deformities, and 
turned to Francoeur, 

“Looks like you fellows will have to take over 
from here. There’s nothing to go on at all.” 

The detective grinned and turned to Lieutenant J. 
Trudeau in whose West End precinct the crime had 
occurred. 

“Well check your missing person’s file, Jean, for 
anyone answering this description. Did you ever see 
this fellow around your district?” 

The lieutenant shook his head and said thoughtfully, 
“Pretty hard to tell from the shape he’s in now. But I 
was thinking of one of our street cleaners whose wife 
reported him missing just last night.” 

About midnight, Mrs. Tomasina Sarao appeared at 
the night sergeant’s desk in a great state of excite- 


Se Oe a ee nee RE 


ment. She explained to the officer in broken English. 

“My man, he’s a no come home yet. He’s a hurt 
someplace, and he’s a go to get shave and nobody 
see him since.” 

The officer, firm in the belief that this was purely 
a domestic disappearance and that the fellow would 
roll home from his spree earlier in the morning, 
advised the woman to go home and wait. He urged 
her to come back in the morning if her spouse was 
still out. With difficulty, he got her to leave the station. 


“And the odd part is,’ went on Lieutenant Trudeau. 


“she did come back about seven this morning. They 
are an Italian family.” 

“I know them,” said Delaniello, who was himself 
Italian. “There’s quite a family of them.” 

“Her description of Nicola Sarao fits this fellow 
foughly,”’ went on the lieutenant. “She doesn’t speak 
either English or French very well, so it was a little 
difficult to get all that she was saying.” 

“That’s all right,” said Francoeur. "Well call around 
at the Sarao house right now. Delaniello can do the 
interpreting.” 

The Sarao family lived in the squalid, foreign sec- 
tion of Montreal on Notre Dame St. West. The door 
was opened by stout, black-haired Mrs. Sarao whose 
beady eyes peered at them from thick rolls of flesh. 
Without mentioning the discovery of the body, Ser- 


geant Francoeur asked her about her missing husband. ` 


Volubly and with many protestations as to the evil 
that had befallen’ her, the slatternly housewife revealed 
all she knew of her husband’s disappearance. 
“Nicola came in from work about six, and we all 
had supper. Then he decided that he wanted a shave 
at the barber shop. I went out with him. We left here 
at seven-thirty and walked downtown. He said for me 
to wait for him in a lane. I waited for a long time, 
and then I became tired and came home. Two hours 
passed, and he still had not come back. I was worried 
and I walked all over asking friends if they had seen 


“GIFTED” with evil powers, this slovenly, slit-eyed sorceress 
found black magic impotent when she was tagged for murder. 


Nicola. But none had. I’m terribly worried about him.”’ 

Delaniello was hard put to it to translate her rapid 
harangue and to catch what she was saying at the 
same time. 

“One friend came with me, and we looked all over. 
Something terrible has happened. I know it. I was 
warned by one who knows that there would be an 
accident, a terrible tragedy in the family. He told me 
very soon, too.” 

“Just a minute,” snapped Francoeur. “Where was 
this barber shop that your husband went to?” 

“I don’t know,” wailed the woman. “There are so 
many. It was near Decarrie Boulevard and by Notre 
Dame. He had many friends there.” 

“Why did you go to the police?” asked Prysky. 

“My friend told me that would be best, and besides 
I’m sure that he had been attacked by robbers and is 
dead. He lies, even now, in his own blood on the 
streets somewhere.” Her wails burst forth anew. The 
woman’s mother, an aged hag of eighty or so ap- 
peared from a back room and burst forth such a 
torrent of high-pitched, strident words that caused 
the officers to stare in amazement. They looked at 
Delaniello who gestured helplessly. 

“Either it’s a dialect foreign to me or the lack of 
teeth makes her unintelligible,” he explained. 

“The fortune teller has spoken the truth,” shrieked 
Mrs. Sarao at the aged crone, who was her mother. 
“Nicola is dead. He has not come home. The signs 
were there, and we were warned and did nothing.” 

“Just what did her husband look like,” asked 


Francoeur. 


The forthcoming description of the missing Nicola 
Sarao convinced the officers that his was the body in 
the morgue. Only just why this virago should be so 
positive that her husband was dead, even before they 
had mentioned the dead man to her, was a point that 
the sergeant decided to clear up as soon as formal 
identification could be made. (Continued on page 62) 


First break in the eerie case came when detectives used 
psychology—instead of black magic—on ANGELO DONIFRIO.. 
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AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES OFFERS A 
REWARD OF $100 TO THE READER POS- 
SESSING AND DISCLOSING AUTHENTIC IN- 
FORMATION LEADING TO THE ARREST OF 
ANY OF THE WANTED MEN PICTURED IN 
ITS “FBI ROGUES’ GALLERY,” SUBJECT TO 
THE FOLLOWING RULES AND CONDI- 
TIONS: 


1. Communicate immediately in person or by 
telephone or telegraph to JOHN EDGAR 
HOOVER, DIRECTOR, FEDERAL BUREAU OF 
INVESTIGATION, Washington, D. C., or the 


Pictures furnished by FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION, JOHN EDGAR HOOVER, DIRECTOR 


RALPH ROE 


With aliases: Paul Sullivan, Raymond Rowe, 
J. H. Reynolds, Jack McCarthy 


DESCRIPTION 


Age, 42, born February 5, 1906; Height, 6 
‘feet; Weight, 170 pounds; Build, 
medium; Eyes, grey; Hair, dark brown; Com- 
plexion, medium; Scars and Marks, blue tat- 
tooed small star first joint left index finger; 
oblique scar 11⁄2 to 2 inches below left el- 
bow; horizontal scar 5 inches below left nip- 
ple; cut scar 22 inches above right eyebrow 
on forehead; faint blue tattoo 4 inches’ below 
right elbow. 


ESCAPED FEDERAL PRISONER 
BANK ROBBERY 
CRIMINAL RECORD 
Since 1923 Ralph Roe has been arrested 


on numerous occasions in several states on | 


charges which include grand larceny, rob- 
bery, vagrancy, auto theft and burglary. 
On January 18, 1935, at Muskogee, Okla- 
homa, Ralph Roe was convicted in Federal 
Court on charges of bank robbery and was 
sentenced to serve 99 years in a Federal 
Penitentiary. He was confined in the U. S. 
Penitentiary at Alcatraz Island, California, 
and escaped therefrom on December 16, 
1937. 


Fingerprint Classification: 
24.25 Sd E Te 


tall, 


ELIGIE WILLIAM TUCKER 


“a we. 


4U.8.REFORMATORY 


5095-C 


| With Aliases: Tucker Lipsey, Pete Rooker, 
William Wood, Lige Tucker 


DESCRIPTION 


Age, 41, born October 21, 1906, Mississippi; 
Height, 5 feet, 9 inches; Weight, 159 pounds; 
Build, medium muscular; Eyes, dark brown; 
Hair, black and kinky; Race, Negro; Occupa- 
tion, farmer; Scars and Marks; irregular 
Lë inch cut scar on left cheek. 


ESCAPED FEDERAL PRISONER 


CRIMINAL RECORD 


. Tucker was arrested on February 5, 1931, 
for violation of Postal Laws and was sen- 
tenced to three years. Elijah William Tucker 
escaped from the Federal Reformatory 
Camp, Petersburg, Virginia, August 31, 
1931, while serving three years for violation 
of Postal Laws. 


Fingerprint Classification: 


3. S uU IM 9 


CARLO PEZZOPANE, JR. 


DESCRIPTION 


Age, 40, born January 1, 1908, Adena, 
Ohio; Height, 5 feet, 11 inches; Weight, 196 
pounds; Build, husky; Eyes, brown; Hair, 
black; Complexion, medium; Race, white; 
Nationality, American; Education, high 
school, has studied law; Occupations, shoe- 
repair man, shoe machine demonstrator, 
amateur aviator; Peculiarities, -slouchy 
dresser, speaks Italian fluently, aviation en- 
thusiast, especially gliding. 


BANK ROBBERY 


An indictment in three counts was returned 
by a Federal’ Grand Jury at Dayton, Ohio, 
on October 15, 1937; charging Carlo 
Pezzopane, Jr., with a violation of the Fed- 
eral Bank Robbery Act in that he and other 
persons did, on or about December '5, 1935, 
rob a National Bank at Franklin, Ohio, 
place. in jeopardy the lives of three em- 
ployees of said bank by the use of danger- 
ous weapons and force four persons to ac-, 
company them from the scene of the robbery.. 


Fingerprint Classification: 
(none available) 


nearest office of the FBI, U. S. DEPARTMENT 
OF JUSTICE. 


2. ADVISE US IMMEDIATELY upon the iden- 
tification of the wanted man through the 
AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES FBI ROGUES’ 
GALLERY. Application for reward must be 
postmarked within 24 hours after the time the 
wanted man has been positively identified 
through the AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES 
FBI ROGUES’ GALLERY. Send a copy of the 
letter or wire or the name and address of 


the official to whom you gave your informa- 
tion by telephone, and the exact time of the 
communication. to the Editor of AMAZING 
DETECTIVE CASES, 366 Madison Ave., New 
York 17, N. Y. AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES 
rewards remain in effect up to six months 
after the publication of pictures, and reward 
is payable only to the person who first iden- 
tified the wanted man, prior to his arrest from 
the photograph of the fugitive appearing in 
AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES FBI ROGUES’ 


GALLERY, and gives the information leading 
to his arrest. AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES 
reserves the right of final decision in deter- 
mining whether or not the proof submitted 
by the claimant to the reward is conclusive 
to meet the requirements. 


Police officers who effect capture of fugi- 
tives wanted by their own department are 
not eligible for AMAZING DETECTIVE CASES 


rewards. 


NOTICE: We will not disclose identity of readers who furnish information resulting in capture of wanted men. 


GEORGE ELMO WELLS 


DESCRIPTION 


Age, 33, born January 16, 1915, Auxier, 
Kentucky; Height, 5 feet, 5 inches; Weight. 
115 to 125 pounds; Build, medium; Eyes, 
blue; Hair, black, 


medium dark; Race, 


curly; Complexion, 


white; Nationality, 
American; Education, senior year college; 
Peculiarities, soft voice, flat feet, slightly 
noticeable 


bowlegged, tendency to raise 


_chin as if to loosen collar when nervous. 


UNLAWFUL FLIGHT TO AVOID 


PROSECUTON FOR MURDER 


A complaint was filed before a U. S. Com- 
missioner at Berea, Kentucky, August 18, 
1937, charging George Elmo Wells with: un- 
lawfully fleeing from the State of Kentucky, 
with intent to avoid prosecution for the 


crime of murder. 


Fingerprint Classification: 


(none available ) 


EVERETT ORAN PEACOCK 


With aliases: Ralph Eddy Dunlap, Benjamin 
Eagan, Benny Gordon, William Patterson, 
Ralph Watson, Jesse C. Winters 


DESCRIPTION 


Age, 37, born May 18, 1910, Seymour, 
Indiana; Height, 5 feet, 7 inches; Weight, 
135 pounds; Build, medium; Eyes, blue; 
Hair, dark brown, curly, bald on top; Com- 
plexion, medium; Race, white; Nationality, 
American; Occupations, lathe sander, planer 
operator, textile worker; Scars and marks, 
hypodermic scars on arms, 3 inch burn scar 
on neck, | inch burn scar on chin. 


ESCAPED FEDERAL PRISONER 
CRIMINAL RECORD 


Since 1928, Everett‘Oran Peacock has been 
arrested on numerous occasions in several 
states on charges which include larceny, 
vagrancy, shoplifting, jail breaking, viola- 
tion of Narcotics Laws, and violations of the 
White Slave Traffic Act. On January 13, 
1946, Everett Oran. Peacock escaped from 
the U. S. Public Health Service Hospital, 
Lexington, Kentucky, where he was being 
held temporarily as a federal prisoner after 
being sentenced to serve five years’ im- 
prisonment for a violation of the White 
Slave Traffic Act. 


Fingerprint Classification: 
6:3) GAte 2 


1 aAa-t 


ADELAIDO MORENO 


DESCRIPTION 


Age; 42, born Batuco, Sonord, Mexico; 
Height, 5 feet, 5 inches; Weight, 140 pounds; 
black; Hair, black; 


Mexican; 


Build, medium; Eyes, 
dark; 


Occupation, laborer; Scars and Marks: cut 


Complexion, Nationality, 
scar base outer right index finger; cut scar 
inner right wrist; cut scar tip left little 


finger. 


ESCAPED. FEDERAL PRISONER 
CRIMINAL RECORD 


Since 1931, Adelaido Moreno has been NE 
rested on numerous occasions in Arizona 
and California for violation of the Immigra- 
tion Laws. Adelaido Moreno escaped from 
Federal Camp No. 10, 


Arizona, July 29, 1934, while serving seven 


Prison Tucson, 


months for violation of Immigration Laws. 


Fifigerprint Classification: 
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GER-HAPPY 


LL day long on April 1, 1947, 
Sgt. Louis Schmidt had been 
answering phony telephone 

calls at the McGraw Street Station 
in Detroit, Michigan. There had 
been the gagster who called to re- 
port that a Mr. Fox was beating his 
wife, but when he gave the address, 
Schmidt recognized it as the Detroit 
Zoo. That had been only one of 
many. Now the phone was ringing 
again, and the sergeant picked up 
the receiver, expecting another 
voice to say “April Fool!” 

This caller sounded in dead earn- 


est. “I’m a druggist at the corner of 
Jackson Avenue,” he said excitedly. 
“Someone just shot a taxi driver 
here and stole his cab!” 

“All right,” replied Schmidt. 
“Well send someone right down 
there.” 

The sergeant asked the operator 
to connect him with the transmitter 
at Detroit Police Headquarters, and 
minutes later an alarm went out, 
ordering Patrolmen Herbert Clark 
and Sylvester Klopschinki to pro- 
ceed at once to the address given by 
the druggist. 


Meanwhile, the phone on Schmidt’s 
desk was jangling again, and he 
lifted the receiver. 

“Come, quick!” shrilled the voice 
of a woman. “My husband’s been 
killed! Someone shot him!” 

“What’s the name—and the ad- 
dress?” demanded the sergeant. 

“Joseph Lipski, at 4072 30th 
Street. Please hurry!” 

“Someone will be there right 
away,” Schmidt assured, putting 
down the receiver. Then turning to 
the squad room, he called out: “Got 
a job for you, John!” 

The husky figure of Detective 
Sgt. John Cotter of the Homicide 
Squad appeared in the doorway. 
“What’s the pitch?” 

“Killing over on 30th Street,” 
Schmidt responded. “A man named 
Joseph Lipski’s been shot. Better 
get right over there.” 

Sergeant Cotter hardly had dis- 
appeared out the front door of the 
station house when the desk phone 
rang furiously again. Schmidt was 


‘almost hopeful it would be a prank- 


ster calling when he picked up the 
receiver wearily once more. 

-The caller was a man. “There’s 
been an accident at Buchanan Ave- 
nue and 28th Street,’ he said. “A. 
cab drove through a red light and 
hit a sedan. The taxi driver got out 
and ran away. Thought you should 
know about it.” 

Schmidt tried to get the man’s 
name, but he refused to give it. Be- 
fore the sergeant could question him 
further, he hung up abruptly. 

Quickly, Schmidt studied the 
blotter on the desk before him. This 
reported accident had taken place 
on 28th Street. The fatal shooting 
had occurred on Jackson Street, 
while the shooting and robbing of 
the cabbie had been carried out on 
29th Street—all this happened with- 
in a period of less than five minutes, ` 
and all within an area of five blocks. 

“Mulvaney,” the sergeant said to 
the blue-coated officer who had 
been sitting nearby while the calls 
came in, “this is more than just co- 
incidence. It’s either someone’s idea 


Like most teen-agers, Edward Grzech got 
a kick out of playing April Fool's Day 
tricks. Little did he realize the part a 
gag would play in solving a brutal crime. 


The switchboard. at police head- 


quarters this 1947 April Fool's 
Day was busy. sis pranksters were 
having o hilarious holiday SS 


then followed five minutes of mad- 


ness ia which TA callers 
cried for help! Thus was opened 
a ghastly series of events—and 


there were no gags in death e Se 


of a great April Fool’s joke, or were 
having one devil of a crime wave. 
Take over the desk while I find out 
what’s going on.” 

While the other officer slipped 
into his chair, Schmidt stalked out 
to his car and headed for the scene 
of the reported traffic accident. 

Reaching the corner of 28th 
Street and Buchanan Avenue, he 
saw with a glance that the call was 
no prank. A large crowd had gath- 
ered in the center of the avenue, and 
traffic already was tied up. 

The sergeant stepped out and 
elbowed his way through the gath- 
ering to see what had drawn their 
attention. It was as the caller had 
said—a yellow cab and a gray 
Pontiac sedan were tightly en- 
meshed, the taxi with its front end 
squarely into the side of the sedan. 
Acetylene torches might be neces- 
sary to part them. 

Proceeding around to the other 
side of the sedan, Schmidt discov- 
ered a man seated on the running- 
board, being examined by a physi- 
cian. 

“You'll be all right,” the doctor 
said. “Can’t find any broken bones. 
A little shock, but we won’t need to 
send you to the hospital.” 

Still dazed, the man looked up 


The whine of a bullet punctuated the bit- 

ter argument... a man sprawled, lifeless, 

on the stairs. . . . Still clutching the 

smoking gun, the killer slowly retreated. 
(Specially posed) 


and nodded as 
Schmidt came 
over and iden- 
tified himself. 
“Let’s have your 
name and ad- 


dress,” he re- 
quested, “and 
tell me what 
happened.” 


The sedan’s 
driver gave his 
name and said 
he was from 
Royal Oak, 
Michigan. He 
e had. been driv- 
ing along slowly, he declared, when 
the taxi came speeding across the 
intersection against the red light, 
headed squarely at him. 

“There wasn’t time to swerve ‘out 
of the way,” the driver continued. 
“This fellow hit me like a_battering 
ram. Then he leaped out of his cab 
and ran down the street toward 
Michigan Avenue.” 

Jotting down notes on the motor- 
ist’s story in his book, Schmidt 
looked up as two uniformed officers 
emerged from the crowd. They 
were Patrolmen Clark and Klop- 
schinki, who had been sent to in- 
vestigate the shooting of the cabbie. 

“Heard about the accident up 
here,” Clark explained. “Anything 
we can do?” 

The sergeant 
negatively. 

meed = he 


ly E i A 


shook his head 


replied, drawing the 


others away from the crowd. “Now 
tell me about the cabbie who was 
shot and had his taxi stolen.” 


“Got all the dope I- 


“His name is Harry Peary,” Clark 
began. “He says that about 10 P. M., 
he was flagged at 32nd Street and 
Michigan by a young fellow who 
told him to drive to the 4000 block 
of 30th Street and pick up a girl. 
Peary pulled up at that address and 
waited while the fare went inside. 
A few minutes later, the guy came 
out alone and told him the girl 
couldn’t go out. Then he got back 
in the cab.” 

Peary drove along to 29th Street 
and Jackson Avenue, related Klop- 
schinki, taking up the story, when 
suddenly the passenger asked him 
to stop. Turning around, the cabbie 
found himself confronted by a re- 
volver and quickly applied the 
brakes. After robbing him of $9, the 
young man ordered Peary out of 
the cab. The driver had walked 
only 15 feet when the gunman 
started firing. Slugs struck him in 
the hip and right wrist as his cab 
roared away. . 

“How’s the cabbie now?” 
manded Schmidt. 
he?” 

“His wounds aren’t serious. He’s 
on his way to Receiving Hospital.” 

“We can question him later. Did 
you get the license number of his 
cab?” : 

“Sure did,” replied Clark, point- 
ing to the rear of the wrecked taxi. 
“Thats his machine, right over 
there!” 

Schmidt’s eyes twinkled. 


de- 
“And where is 


“Now 


were getting somewhere. That ties 
up the first shooting with the acci- 
dent. I wonder if they’re linked to 
the other incident—the man who 
was killed over at 4072 30th Street. 
It could be the address or near 
where the gunman wanted to pick 
‘up the girl.” 

Clark grinned. ‘Could þe,” he 
agreed, “but sounds a little too pat.” 
At the sergeant’s order, the pa- 
trolmen piled into their radio car 
as he shipped behind the wheel of 
his machine and led the way to the 
building at 4072 30th Street. Out- 
side they recognized the car of De- 
tective Sergeant Cotter, and around 
the entrance another crowd had 
collected. 

With Schmidt in the lead, the offi- 
cers strode past the closed grocery 
store on the ground floor, shouldered 
their way through the crowd, and 
entered the side doorway which led 
up to the apartments above. 


(COTTER met them at the top of 


the stairs. “This is no April 

Foos gag,” he said grimly. “It’s 
murder!” 

“The killer escaped, did he?” 


asked Schmidt. 

“Right. And he did his job well. 
Come along and DU show you.” 

The officers followed as Cotter 
led them through the apartment and 
out the back door to the head of the 
shadowy back stairs. Part way 
down, a (Continued on page 58) 
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: SEND NO 
ATTACHES TO ANY RADIO ` këng 
Amaze and mystify your friends by talking about them Pee; 


over your own radio. Create and broadcast shows, com- 
mercials and “news flashes”. Just flick the button on this profes- 
sional, studio-type “mike” and you cut in instantly on any pro- 

Gë gram, make believe you are on with big 
stars. It’s loads of fun, and good training, 
too! This professional-looking switch-but- 
ton “mike” comes complete with long in- 
sulated cord. Everything complete, ready 
to attach in minutes. 
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SEYCO MIKE CO., Dept. MD-102 
230 Grand St., New York 13, N. Y. 


CT Send Roley Microphone C.O.D., UH 
pay postman $1.98 plus postage. 


(0 I enclose $1.98 send postpaid. 


SEND NO MONE Examine, use this EIERE geesde 
wonderful micro- 

phone at home, without risk. Send no money, just Ears 

name and address. On arrival pay postman only D E E BEE 


$1.98 plus postage, or send $2.00 with order and 
save pestage. Order Today! 


| Ma e our Own Recorde 
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Nó: ENJOY MAKING RECORDS 
IN THE PRIVACY OF YOUR OWN HOME 


Make records right in your own home by just singing, talking, acting, or playing a musical instrument into your 
own record player using a NEW HOME RECORD MAKING UNIT. This wonderful little unit records on the 
blank records furnished with your recording kit. No processing of the record required . . . iust make your recording 
and it is immediately ready for playback. USE THE NEW HOME RECORD MAKER with any type of standard 
record player—hand winding, portable, radio-phono combination or electrical phonographs operating on either wr, SS 
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EASY AS SPEAKING INTO A PHONE — NEEDS NO SPECIAL “RECORDING TECHNIQUE.” 


You get the compete unit needed to make recordings at home. Acoustic recording head. special recording needle, playback needies, © .---------------~-~---~---------~---- 


6 two-sided records (enough for 12 recordings). spiral feeding attachment and RECORDOGRAPH CORP. OF AMERICA Depi T0102 
complete easy to follow directions. You don't have to wait to hear what your record 230 GRAND STREET. NEW YORK. N. Y. 
sounds like. immediately you can play your new record and give yourself, your family, i i i 

and friends a (rtl om the spot. Records can be played back on ANY phonograph. a oh A 
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NEW HOME RECORD MAKER. C. D D. for only ER Ee 
$8.49 plus postage and C.0.D.. .. 
... send $8.49 and we pay postage. UURESS., .ni naain 
EE rt a, EE 


Additional blank records $2.00 per dozen Es 
(24 sides} Send additional blank records at $2 per dozen. 


CONTINUOUS runninc HOT WATER 
FROM YOUR COLD WATER FAUCET 


Improved FAUCET HEATER 
with BUILT-IN Thermostat! 


Now you can know the convenience of having hot water within a few seconds without 
fuss or trouble . . . get the Newest development in Faucet Water Heaters. This new 
heater gives you continuous running hot water from cold water faucet (quan- 


eg 


tity and temperature of water depending on speed of flow of water). Yes, Heater has Built-in Thermostat. Alumi- 

you regulate the quantity and temperature with your cold water faucet handle. num Case. 6-foot Extension Cord. 
Lo complete You just attach the heater to your cold water faucet, turn on the colt ———-——-______ 
3 tap water, plug in the current, and in seconds you've continuous running 1 FLO-HOT, INC., Dept. FD-102 
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Facet hot water . . . heated to the temperature regulated by your faucet handie. 230 GRAND STREET, NEW YORK. N. Y. | 
I Heater is made of aluminum, is 3/2” long by 2” wide and comes complete 1 Send Heater C. 0. D. I'll pay postman $6.98 plus 

SEND NO MONEY! with 6-foot extension cord. Operates on 110-120 volts, AC or DC. This 1 C. O. D. and postage on arrival. 

Just fill in coupon and we'll ship D. D. for $6.98 plus - handy heater canbe used for shaving, dishwashing, ete. Attached or 1 Send Heater postpaid. | enclose $6.98. 
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follow instructions: no installation expense... nothing Stat. protected coil element; guaranteed for | year against mechanical rT Sa Sea EE ER 
else to buy . . . guaranteed for one year against me- defect. Heats approximately a gallon of 68° water to 140° every 3 minutes CITY STATE i 
chanical defects. 77 EE E EE EE EE Me ees i 


39 


40 


Ge 


_ MAKE THIS TEST gr 
WITH YOUR OWN HANDS 
AND FEEL WHAT WE MEAN 


THOUSANDS of MEN NOW 


‘Feel £ ook 


SLIMMER BETTER YOUNGER 


with Commander 


The Amazing NEW Abdominal Supporter 


Yes, instantly you, too, can begin to feel ALIVE ...ON TOP OF THE 
WORLD by joining the Parade of Men who are marching up the high- 
way of happier living with the COMMANDER, the amazing new Men's 
‘abdominal supporter. 


GET “IN SHAPE” INSTANTLY AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE 


The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed “INTERLOCKING HANDS” 
principle for extra double support where you need it most. It flattens the burden- 
some sagging “corporation” and restores to the body the zestful invigoratin 
feeling that comes with firm, sure “bay window” control. Order this new bel 
today and begin enjoying the pleasure of feeling “in shape” at once. 


BREATHE EASIER—TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET 


The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly 
supports abdominal sag. The instant you pull on the belt you breathe easier... 
your wind is longer ... you feel better! 


YOUR BACK IS BRACED—YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER—YOU APPEAR Weier? 


The COMMANDER braces your figure . , . you look and feel slimmer... 
clothes fit you better. Your friends will notice the improvement ERL RE par 


COMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN! 


The absence of gouging steel ribs, dangling buckles and bothersome laces 
will prove a joy. COMMANDER has a reat man’s athlétic type pouch which 
is completely detachabie. Takes just a moment to detach for washing or 
replacing with another. It gives genuine male protection. Try this amazing 
new belt with full confidence... 
Just mail coupon. 


and at our risk. SEND FOR IT NOW! 


*THE SECRET OF THE 
"INTERLOCKING HANDS" 


Only COMMANDER contains this New 
principle. A porous non-stretch mate- 
rial is built into the BEE wie 
body of the COMMAND In the 
outline of two interlocking hands for 
EXTRA DOUBLE SUPPORT where SE 
need = most. NO BUCKLES, LACES or 


fa anander Wearer: all aver America Sos 


“I am sure you will be pleased to “Enclosed find order for another belt. thing in the morning, Enclosed is 
know that it is by far the best and I wouldn’t be without this supporter my check for another.’ 


most practical supporter I have ever X for ten times miae oe. see 3 e EC 
had. I have been pleased to show St. “Charles, II, “I recommend the Commander for 


it to several of my friends and they * “Received the Commander about a ak What it is made for. It sure has 

are likewise impressed with it. You week ago. To say that I am well been a great help to me. I want to 

shall probably hear from some of "` pleased with it would be putting it thank you for what it has done. I 

them in the future,” mildly—I can see that it filis a long might add it has helped me more 
Dr. A M. 8 Á felt want, giving the needed support y% than anything a here. ever tried,” 


` 3 and a most comfortable feeling. 
Btandish, Mich. never miss putting it on the first Fort Knox, Ky, 


Above are just a few of the many unsolicited testimonials for the Com- 
mander that we receive regularly. Originals of these and others are on file. 


SEND FOR IT TODAY—USE THIS COUPON 


10 DAY TRIAL 
SEND NO MONEY 
Wear COMMANDER ten ONLY 

days. If it fails to do all 


we say, send it back and $52 gg 
the purchase price will be 8 

SIZES 28 to 47 
SPECIAL LARGE SIZES, 48 to 60, $3.98 


promptly refunded. 


nag SCENE EE 
INTRODUCTORY TEN DAY TRIAL OFFER 


WARD GREEN CO., DEPT. L-164 
113 WEST 57th STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y, 


E 
Send me the “COMMANDER” for ten days Trial. I will pay postman the special price of S 
$2.98 plus postage. If not satisfied after wearing it ten days, I may return it and the purchase 

price will be promptly refunued, | 


re WAN WOR EE EE My height Ip... EE Reen 
(Send string the size of waist if measuring tape is not available.) 


NAME...... ET 


ADDRESS, AER EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EE EN 


(hs peter E EE Ree eRe eee EE EE STAT Ea ee 
O Check here if You “enclose $2.98 with this order and we will pay postage charges. The same 
refand offer holds. 


5 mM 


IF YOU KNOW THE TRUE cÉ 
FACTS ABOUT SEX... ØR 


True married bliss . . . complete marital satisfaction . . . is reserved for 
those equipped with knowledge—for those familiar with true scientific 
facts about sex, about the relationships of man and wife, about the 
mental and physical processes that can lead to married happiness. 


“TEN LESSONS IN SEX TECHNIQUE” 


brings you this knowledge. It explains the intimate facts every married 
couple should know . . . tells how to use them fo attain the last full 
measure of happiness in. marriage. Frankly explained. Gives you a 
clear, scientific, accurate picture of what you must know and do to 
help make your marriage work, 


eee AVOID SOME OF THE TRAGIC 
ee g ERRORS THAT LEAD TO MIS- 
e ERY AND DISILLUSIONMENT! 


Don’t let ignorance rob you of your happiness! 
Read this fascinating book . . . learn how to replace 
fear, shame and misery with the joy and satisfaction 
you and your mate deserve. “Ten Lessons in Sex 
Technique'’ comes to you in a plain envelope . . . 
all ten lessons bound into one grand book... and 
it costs only $1.00. We're sure you'll find it the best 
dollar investment you've ever made. If you are mar- 
ried or about to be, this book is a must. So don't 
hesitate . . . send the coupon with your dollar today. 


HERE ARE JUST A FEW OF THE 
VALUABLE LESSONS in this GREAT BOOK 


The art of love 

The “safe” period 
Birth control 
Miscarriage 
impotence 
Premature ejaculation 


@ Physical background 

@ Abnormal menstruation 

@ What to avoid during courtship 

© Effects of masturbation on 
both men and women 

@ Why marriages fail 

@ The wedding night 


Do not risk a cent, order today. You do not have to 
risk a penny to examine this book. Merely send name 
and address and we will ship C.O.D., plus postage 
or enclose $1.00 and we will ship postpaid, 


This book will not be sold to any person 


Please Note: g 
who is under twenty-one years of age. 


WU 20th Century Books, Inc., Dept.604 = 
FOR THE COMPLETE 6616 - 20th Ave., Brooklyn 4, N. Y. 


l 

10 LESSONS! Please send one copy of TEN LESSONS IN SEX TECHNIQUE —— | 

in a plain wrapper — | will pay postman $1.00 plus C.O.D. | 

ALL 10 LESSONS BOUND charges on arrival. | 

TOGETHER! C | enclose $1.00 — send postpaid. | am over 21 years of age. | 

ING ee E Se Re an OE inte So sles EE A ig 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY TO... “Address BETEN Kë ada | 
20th CENTURY BOOKS, Inc. City eee ee Lanes: ELE | 


6616—20th ANE BROOKLYN 4, N: Y. ; (Orders filled promptly} 


4l 


42 


FEW minutes before midnight, Wednes- 
day, November 8, a resident of Long 
Ridge, in Stamford, Connecticut, was 
roused from slumber by a frantic pound- 


ing on the door. Alarmed, the man ran 
downstairs. The late caller was Charles 
Burton Cross, 16-year-old helper-companion 
at a neighboring farm to Mrs. Sarah King, 
wealthy and elderly. 

“Mrs. King!” sobbed the wild-eyed 
youth. “She’s been killed!” ` 

The neighbor hastened to the scene. 


On the bed in her second-story cham- ` 


ber lay Mrs. King. The back of her 
head was crushed. A portion of the 
floor was sticky with blood. 

When Deputy Sheriff James Miller 
arrived, he questioned young Cross, 
who said he had been awakened in his 
first-floor bedroom by the pound and 
clatter of a horse-and-wagon racing 
from the yard. 

“I was scared and called to Mrs. 
King,” continued the youth. “When 
she didn’t answer, I went upstairs and 
found her dead.” 

‘Did you hear her scream?” in- 
quired Miller. 

“No,” said Cross. 

At the head of the stairs leading to 
the old lady’s room, Miller found a 
fresh cigarette butt. Turning to Cross 
who was with him, the sheriff learned 
that the murdered woman’s husband 
was employed in New York City and 
visited the farm only on weekends. 

“I don’t smoke—I’m too young,” was 
Cross’s reply to the sheriff’s question. 
“Neither does Mr. King.” 

Miller was by now almost completely 
convinced that a burglar had, gained 
entry in some manner and hidden at 
the head of the stairs until the old lady 
went into her bedroom. Then, after 
stepping on his cigarette, he followed. 
Throwing Mrs. King down, he sav- 
agely pounded her head against the 
floor. When he discovered she was 
dead, he had placed the body on the 
bed and rushed off. 


During the next couple of days, sev- 
eral suspects were picked up and 
questioned, but all were released after 
producing adequate alibis. 

Miller, who had a long memory, 
recollected that one-night a few 
months earlier, a young girl had been 
viciously attacked and robbed while 
walking along a lonely road. 

Could her assailant be the murderer 
of Mrs. King? 

Visiting the girl again, Miller. re- 
quested her to repeat her story. No, 
she stated, she had not gotten a good 
look at the man. He had driven along- 
side her in a wagon, leaped out, and 
beat her into insensibility. 

“But perhaps there was something 
else of significance you noticed,” 
Miller urged. “Think!” 

The girl reflected for long moments, 
then said slowly, “Well, I think the 
wagon had a broken left shaft.” 

A very slim clue, but a lead never- 
theless. Miller conscientiously polled 
every farm in the area for the wagon 
with the broken left shaft, but he had 
no success. One afternoon, a week 
after the brutal killing, he returned to 
the King farm in a discouraged mood. 
He walked into the house, where 
young Cross was still living. 

Suddenly, Miller sniffed suspicious- 
ly. Was that tobacco smoke he 
smelled? 3 x 

Cross emerged from the bedroom 
and said hé had been taking a nap. 

Miller hustled out to the barn, 
where he examined the King wagon. 
The left shaft was broken! ` 

His face expressionless, Miller re- 
turned to the house and informed 
Cross he’d appreciate his assistance. 
“Well be picking up a lot more sus- 
pects,” he said, “and I think you can 
help me out. I’d like you to stay at 
my home for awhile.” 

Cross, elated at the prospect of play- 


‘ing detective, agreed to the proposal 


with alacrity. That evening, he slept 


A SHREWD SHERIFF KNEW THE TRUTH 
ABOUT THIS CRIME— | 


BUT THE CATCH WAS TO PROVE IT... 


By JOSEPH DeBONA 


unsuspectingly at the sheriff’s house. 
Miller was positive now that he had 
the girl’s assailant and the murderer 
of Mrs. King—but he required con- 
clusive proof—and a confession. 
He decided to set a trap. ; 


Wet morning, he told Cross he 
was leaving and would be gone 
all day. He drove down the road, then 
hopped out of his buggy and crept back 


_ into the house by a side door. 


v 


He peered into. the living room. 
There, reading a newspaper, sat young 
Cross. He was smoking a cigarette 
... with obvious relish! 

“I thought you didn’t smoke?” Mill- 
er thundered. e 
Cross dropped his cigarette, leaped 

wildly to his feet. 

Miller pressed his advantage. 

“Tell me,” he asked. “Did the old 
lady scream when you attacked her?” 

Still psychologically off-balance, 
Cross stammered, “Y-yes, she screamed 
loud enough to wake the dead.” 

The trap had been sprung. 

In a written confession, Cross ad- 
mitted killing Mrs. King. 

Early in March, 1900, the youth went 
on trial for first-degree murder in 
Fairfield County Superior Court in 
Bridgeport. . 

Although Cross, now 17 years of age, 
recanted his confession, he was found 
guilty by a jury and sentenced to be 
hanged at Connecticut State Prison 
in Wethersfield. 

Before sunrise on July 20, 1900, 
Cross, who had been smoking inces- 
santly in his cell, placed a final ciga- 
rette between his lips and blubbered, 
“Tm too young to die.” Then, he was 
marched to the gallows. 

Cross was young, all right. But hee 
wasn’t too young to smoke—nor too 
young.to hang. Today, nearly a half- 
century later, he is still listed in the 
annals of infamy as the youngest kill- 
er ever executed in Connecticut. 


MANIA FOR 


MURDER 


(Continued from page 15) 


Madison Avenue. I couldn’t . argue. 

“When we got there, he made me 
pull over to the curb. Three of his 
gang were waiting there. They made 
me get into the back seat, and they 
drove my car to 85th Street. Then 
they shoved me out and made off with 
my car. The man with the gun was 
wearing a soiled straw hat with a 
black band, and he had bright red 
hair!” ? 3 

Even while their informant was 
talking to the police, his car was being 
halted outside the offices of the Gen- 
eral Baking Company at 540 East 81st 
Street. Three men got out and the 
driver stayed behind the wheel. 
Swiftly, the trio moved into the pro- 
tecting shadows of the big brick build- 
ing. At a word of command from the 
red-haired leader, one of the men re- 
mained downstairs to act as lookout. 
The two remaining thugs hurried up 
the single flight of stairs. 

Their objective was the office half- 
way down the hall. The door was 
open. They sidled inside before any- 
one was aware they had even entered. 
One of them slammed the door. 

‘Three of the baking company em- 
ployees were at their desks. A fourth 
employee was at the switchboard. It 
was he who looked up first. Astounded 
at the sight of a man with a gun 
standing over him in broad daylight, 
the switchboard operator nevertheless 
acted promptly. The fingers of his 
right hand were only inches away 
from an unplugged line. Slowly, his 
heart pounding against his ribs, he 
made a movement toward the plug. 
It was only a slight movement, his 
fingers sliding only a fraction of an 
inch across the board. 

But the man with the straw hat saw 
it. Quick as an angry cat, he reached 
the switchboard. Down came the butt 
of his gun with stunning force on the 
operator’s head. The man slumped to 
the floor like a felled steer. 

“Anybody else got any ideas?” the 
leader sneered, watching the others 
— a smile of enjoyment on his thin 
ips. 

Almost. hungrily, he looked at the 
three terrified employees, hoping that 
one of them would move. But they sat 
like frozen statues. The gunman re- 
laxed. 

. “Okay,” he ordered his companion. 
“Get the dough. It’s in the bag on 
the manager’s desk.” 

Nodding, his pal scooped up the 


canvas sack containing $6400 in cash. 


“Okay, Mike,” he snapped. ‘The two 
men backed out of the office. A min- 
ute later, they were outside the build- 
ing, walking unhurriedly to the black 
car waiting at the curb. They got in, 
and the car shot forward in the direc- 
tion of the East River waterfront. 

The news of the daring robbery was 
flashed to the police. Coughlin and a 
squad of detectives reached the scene 
in a few minutes. A cordon of police 
cars was immediately thrown around 
the whole area in an attempt to head 
off the fleeing gunmen, but the wily 
quartet managed to slip through the 
blockade to safety. ` : 


‘age, five feet eleven, 


The switchboard attendant was still 
unconscious and in a critical condi- 
tion. He was removed by ambulance 
to a nearby hospital. 


HE sadistic, needless cruelty of the 

red-haired leader filled Coughlin 
with burning anger. Robbery he was 
used to, and murder, too, but killing 
and maiming innocent victims for the 
sheer pleasure of it was something 
else again. The trigger-happy des- 
peradoes had to be stopped. Twice 
they had struck, and twice they had, 
escaped. That they would strike again, 
there was no doubt. 

Grimly, every available detective 
was thrown into the manhunt. Even 
outlying precincts were called upon 
to join in the battle against the ter- 
rorists. Inspector Coughlin issued a 
special order calling upon the police 
of all commands to devote every pos- 
sible minute of time to an investiga- 
tion of any and all likely angles. 

Coughlin’s order was a wise move 
and one that eventually was to result 
in breaking the case. Detective Hymie 
Levine of the Safe and Loft Squad 
read the order He memorized the 
description of the red-haired killer. 
“Bright red hair, about 30 years of 
185 pounds, 
brown eyes, dressed in a light suit, 
and wearing a straw hat with a black 
band. He is known as ‘Mike,’ prob- 
ably an abbreviation for ‘Michael.’ ” 

“He is known as ‘Mike.’” That was 
the phrase that stuck in Hymie Le- 
vine’s mind and started the well- 
oiled wheels of his memory turning 
in high gear. In a city that has pro- 
duced some of the greatest cops in 
the world, Detective Levine, known 
as the “Broadway Cop,” was almost 
without peer. He had a fabulous 
memory. Coupled with it was the 
tremendous asset he had built up 
carefully over many, years—a talking 
acquaintance along his beat with hun- 
dreds of people in every. walk of life. 
Rich and poor, professional and cleri- 
cal, snide and honest, the unwashed 


and the immaculate, all knew Hymie. |, 


They trusted him; they confided their 
troubles in him. / 

Personally rugged, quick to sym- 
pathy, relentless when moved to 
anger, the famous sleuth never be- 
trayed a confidence or refused to help 
when the need for help was real. 


Sunglo-Sills murders and the Gen- 
eral Baking Company robbery, Levine 
had done a routine good turn for a 
Broadway character named Goldie 
Gloria. Her real name was far less 
magnificent, but cynical Broadway, 
its biting, waggish tongue in cheek, 
had dubbed her so because neither 
her corn-yellow hair nor her torchy 
voice were golden or glorious. But 
she was good-natured, hearty, boist- 
erous. Broadway liked her. When the 
side street cafes, where she used to 


eke out a fair living singing her inti-. 


mate songs, turned to younger, more 
talented entertainers, Hymie Levine 
got her a job with a second-rate night 
club. She accepted the come-down 
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gratefully. Levine dropped in on her 
occasionally. 

One day, she was missing from the 
club. Mildly interested, the sleuth 
asked around. He learned that Goldie 
had “struck it rich.” She was wear- 
ing elegant furs and real diamonds. 
She lived in a swank uptown hotel. 
She had met an affluent young man 
who showered her with luxuries. He 
was a guy named Mike. 

This was two months ago. Hymie 
Levine hadn’t seen Goldie since. But 
now he remembered her. It was the 
name “Mike” that suddenly bridged 
the gap. 

Here was the slimmest kind of a 
million-to-one shot. But Levine had 
erashed through on them before. It 
was worth a try; any kind of a chance 
to trap the desperately-sought ‘red- 
haired killer and his gang was worth 
a try. Detective Levine began to 
shadow Goldie at her hotel. He had 

‘to do it on his own time, after his 
regular tour of duty, for he was still 
a member of the Safe and Loft Squad. 

One night, he got to Goldie’s hotel 
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‘flagged another taxi. 


a little late. He barely took up his 
self-appointed vigil across the street 
from the canopied, grey facade build- 
ing, when the uniformed doorman 
came out of the lobby, took a casual 
step or two toward the curb, and then 
took off his cap and casually wiped 
the sweatband with his pocket hand- 
kerchief. It was a pre-arranged sig- 
nal. A man was coming down from 
Goldie’s apartment. 

A few minutes later a tall, lithe- 
moving young man emerged from the 
building, glanced sharply around him, 
and then strolled in the direction of 
the southeast corner where a lone 
taxi stood waiting. The man got in- 
side, the car moved forward. It started 
to pick up speed near the corner, but 
it had to halt for a red light. Levine 
He snapped a 
terse order. The cabman nodded 
when he saw the detective’s shield. 

The first taxi shot ahead; a_ half 
block behind was Levine’s car. For 
ten minutes, they rode through light 


traffic keeping the same distance be- 


tween them. 

At 80th Street and Amsterdam Ave- 
nue, the taxi stopped. The young 
man got out, paid the fare, and began 
to walk down the crowded sidewalk. 
Levine’s taxi stopped only twenty 
feet away. Levine got ready to fol- 
low his quarry on foot, when sud- 
denly the young man did an about 
face and dashed toward a dark sedan 
that was parked at the curb. 

Two men were inside. The driver 
flung the door open, and the young 
man jumped in. With a loud, power- 
ful roar of the motor, the sedan leaped 
ahead. 

“Step on it! Get that car!” ordered 
Levine. 


HE taxi driver took a deep breath. 

He didn’t want any trouble, but 

one look at his passenger’s determined 

face discouraged any protest. His 

taxi was new and fast, and he pressed 
down on the gas, all the way. 

This was an out-and-out.chase. . At 
96th Street, the sedon swerved sharply 
around a corner. Before it could 
straighten out, the taxi had forced it 
to the curb. 

Levine hit the sidewalk first. His 
revolver was in his fist. 

“Okay, reach!” he commanded. °: 

The trio poured out, hands held 
high. They were almost directly un- 
der a street lamp, and Levine's lips 
tightened when he saw that the 
young man’s hair was bright red. A 
crowd began to gather and a patrol- 
man came running up. 

“Get the wagon,’ Levine instructed. 
“Pl frisk these guys.” 

He found no weapons. The compla- 
cent smiles on the faces of the three 
men began to deepen. 

“Surely you didn’t expect . ...” þe- 
gan the driver insolently. 

Detective Levine cut him short. 
“What’s your name?” he snapped. 

“Peter Powers. Like it?” 

“Driver’s license?” 

“In my wallet. Back pocket.” 

The detective procured it. Inside 
was an operator’s license but no li- 
cense to drive. 

“This operator’s license is made out 
to Harry Luccasik,” said Detective 
Levine sharply. “Who is he” 

Powers jerked his head in the direc- 
tion of the dark-featured man stand- 
ing on his left. “This is Harry,” he 
said amiably. “He don’t like to drive. 
He always turns the wheel over 
to me.” 


Luecasik nodded glibly in agree- 
ment. 

The red-haired young man gave his 
name as Joe Harris. He seemed bored 
with the whole proceeding. 

The trio was hustled off to the 47th 
Street Station where all were finger- 
printed and questioned at length. All 
denied any connection with the hold- 
up murders of the Sunglo-Sills and 
General Baking Companies. Em- 
ployees of the two firms who had wit- 
nessed the killings were hurriedly 
brought to the station. A curious look 
came into the eyes of most of them 
as they surveyed the calm Joe Harris. 
Slowly, they shook their heads. He 
looked like the killer in almost every 
detail, and yet.... 

Inspector Coughlin, who conducted 
the questioning, was certain that it 
was honest doubt and not fear that 
was sealing the lips of the baffled em- 
ployees and preventing them from 
making any positive identification. 

“You are wasting your time,” Har- 
ris cockily told his inquisitors. 

As for the other members of the 


trio, the witnesses had been so en- 


grossed in watching the sadistic ac- 
tions of the red-haired leader, they 
had paid little attention to the others. 
Luccasik and Powers’ could not be 
identified. 

A quick check revealed that the 
dark sedan in which the three men 


had been driving was stolen. They 


were held on that charge pending an 
intensive check of their records. 

Inspector Coughlin was frankly 
puzzled at the failure of the eye- 
witnesses to the two robberies to 
name Harris as the red-haired killer. 
Detective Levine was equally baffled. 
Was Harris the wrong man after all? 
The key to the mystery now was 
Goldie Gloria. Were Joe Harris and 
the free-spending "Mike" one and the 
same person? 

A less case-hardened and experi- 
enced sleuth would have tackled the 
blonde songstress for the truth at 
once. But Levine knew better. Love 
for her new-found sweetheart, or fear 
of his vengeance if she turned stool 
pigeon, would keep her from talking. 
Again, Levine took up the tedious, 
patient job of shadowing her. 

Meanwhile, criminal files showed 
that all three men picked up by Le- 
vine had records. Both Luccasik and 
Powers had served time. Joe Harris 
was known to the police by his real 
name. He was at that very moment a 
fugitive from justice, having escaped 
from the Connecticut State Prison. 

Despite every effort on the part of 
the fast-stepping police under Cough- 
lin to link the trio with the murders 
of Josephine DeFiore and Simon Win- 
terbottom, no real evidence to hold 
them on that charge could be found. 
Luccasik. and Powers were released on 
$5000 bail to await trial on the stolen 
ear charge. Harris was returned to 
the Connecticut State Prison. 

Goldie Gloria, meanwhile, contin- 
ued to live at the swank hotel. Furs 
and diamonds continued to adorn her 
full-blown figure. 

Even though Joe Harris was behind 
bars in another state, Coughlin kept 
up the grim investigation in the hope 
that the red-haired fugitive could still 
be named as the New York killer. 


A “whole month passed. Nothing ` 


was- heard about the straw-hatted 
bandit leader. Then suddenly his 
name exploded into headlines ` with 
stark horror and bloodshed. 

It was a hot, humid day. In hig 


office at the Reid Ice Cream Company 
at Léist Street and Fifth Avenue, a 
clerk was closing his books for the 
day. The door was open. When the 
clerk heard a slight movement inside 
the room, he glanced up. 

What he saw froze his blood. A 
man in a straw hat and red hair was 
grinning down at him. Lined behind 
their leader were three more men 
with guns. The man with the straw 
hat held his gun pointed straight. at 
the company employee. 

“Make a move, and DU blow your 
brains out,” he said quietly. 

The clerk was commanded to walk 
over to the safe and open it. He did, 
but, his nervous fingers fumbled mo- 
mentarily. The leader raised the butt 
of his gun, crashed it against his 
skull. The clerk went down in a pool 
of sticky blood. 

Coolly, the bandits removed $13,000 
from the safe. They began to file out 
of the office. The plant’s manager 
picked just that moment to check a 
detail with his office. He saw the 
bandits, started to retreat, but the 
red-haired man was upon him with 
the agility of a cat. Again he brought 
down the butt of his gun savagely. 
The man slumped to the floor. 

On the steps, the quartet of gunmen 
ran head-on into Cecil Linderman, an- 
other Reid employee. Open-mouthed, 
Linderman could only gape at the 
fearful apparition. 

“What are you staring at, you fool!” 
snarled the leader*. He opened fire. 
Two slugs tore through the hapless 
man’s abdomen. He curled up in 
frantic pain. Merciful unconsciousness 
came to him. 

The men leaped into their getaway 
car. It shot forward, careened around 
the corner on two wheels. Halfway 
down the block, a big truck blocked 
the road. The driver of the bandits’ 
car swerved in desperation. It was 
Loo late. The cars crashed. 


TIRACULOUSLY, the four gun- 

men were unhurt. They spilled 
out of the car and scattered in all 
directions. Patrolmen Martin Mahoney 
and Timothy Degman raced to the 
scene. They saw the fleeing bandits, 
uns in hand. The patrolmen opened 
i and the crossfire of bullets deaf- 
ened the air. 

One of the bandits ducked into the 
vestibule of a house. He was in- 
stantly trapped by Mahoney and Deg- 
man, but the other bandits escaped. 

The gunman was whisked to head- 
quarters, and Coughlin rushed to 
question him. The prisoner was iden- 
tified as Peter Powers, one of the 
three men Detective Levine had 
picked up. Sullenly, he admitted his 
part in the crime, but he refused to 
name his confederates. 

Coughlin dispatched Detectives Senf 
and Haylas.to the boarding house 
where Harry Luccasik lived. The two 
sleuths entered the room at the back 
of the hall with drawn guns. But 
Luccasik was sitting in a chair, smok- 
ing a cigarette and reading a maga- 
zine. A companion, William Reichel, 
was lying on a sofa taking a nap. 

Both men expressed great indigna- 
tion and surprise at the sudden visit 
from the police. They were hustled 
off without apologies to the waiting 
Coughlin. With the inspector was the 
Reid Ice Cream Company clerk, 
white-faced and shaken, his head 
swathed in bandages. He instantly 
recognized Luccasik and Reichel as 
two of the holdup gunmen. 

Only the leader was now missing. 


One thing was certain—he wasn’t 
Harris. A check revealed he was still 
lodged in a Connecticut jail. 

The sands were running out on the 
triple killer, however. Detective Le- 
vine had never for a moment relaxed 
his vigil on Goldie Gloria and his 
quest for her sweetheart “Mike.” He 
had been temporarily relieved from 
duty on the Safe and Loft Squad. His 
full time now was devoted to seeking 
the killer with the red hair. Levine 
was no longer backing a million- 
against-one shot as he had when he 
first began to shadow Goldie. Powers, 
Reichel, Luccasik, self-confessed com- 
panions of the fugitive leader, had all 


been linked, remotely at least,- with 


the night club singer. She was an 
innocent pawn in the game between 
the police and the most merciless 
killer the city had seen in many years. 

She was the blonde lure who would 
trap the wily Mike. Ignorant of the 
fact that she was the sweetheart of a 
sadist, a man who liked to kill for 
the pleasure of killing, she primped 
and preened and waited impatiently 
for the return of her tardy lover. 

He came at last. Right into the 
waiting arms of Detective Levine and 
two other detectives twelve hours 
after the daring Reid robbery. Riding 
up to the very door of the hotel in a 
cab, he leaped out and tried to make 
the lobby without being observed. He 
was pinioned by strong, willing arms 
in a matter of seconds. 

This time, there was no mistaking 
him. His resemblance to Harris was 


astounding. This mystery was cleared | 


up in Coughlin’s office later when it 
was discovered that Harris and 
Michael McKenna were relatives. 
The thin-lipped killer refused to 
admit his connection with the das- 
tardly crimes. Even after the gun 
found in his belongings was proved 
by ballistics tests to be the same one 
that killed Josephine DeFiore, Simon 


Winterbottom, Cecil Linderman. The | 
fact that 32 eye-witnesses picked him | 
as the murderer did not shake his | 


| known about sex and how 
i to carry out the de- 
| tailed instructions. Will 


cast-iron will. 

Michael “Red” McKenna was in- 
dicted for first-degree murder. But 
he was never to face a jury. He and 
two other desperate prisoners staged 
a bloody jailbreak on November 3, 
1926. After Warden Peter Mallon and 
Keeper Jeremiah Murphy of the 
Tombs prison were shot by the trio, 
hundreds of reinforcements arrived 
and the killers were surrounded by 


machine gunners as they ‘were about | 


to tackle the high, grey wall. 


ED McKENNA halted in front of 

the dozens of menacing muzzles, 
reared back his head, and began to | 
laugh. He still had his smuggled gun | 
in his hand. With a loud oath of defi- 
ance, he turned the gun on himself, 
pulled the trigger, and sent a bullet 
crashing through his twisted brain. 
His two pals followed suit. 

Michael McKenna’s confederates in 
robbery and murder threw themselves 
upon the mercy of the court, thus 
probably cheating the electric chair. 
William Reichel was handed life im- 
prisonment. The same stiff jolt was 
meted out to Peter Powers. Harry 
Luccasik got off comparatively light— 
30 years in Sing Sing. 

The blood-red curtain raised by a 
kill-crazy sent was lowered at 
last._ 


Nore: The names Mary Solack and | 


Goldie Gloria are fictitious, to save 
innocent persons any embarrassment. 
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s 
she certainly had a nice figure... .” 

“But she was a good woman!” the 
husband protested. ‘She never flirted 
or looked at other men!” 

“I know,” the officer continued 
gently. “But that doesn’t mean other 
men didn’t look at her. Frankly, I 
don’t see any other possible motive. 
You had nothing of value here for 
someone to steal, had you?” 

“No,” Brewer replied quietly. 
“Nothing like that.” 
“Did Olga or 

enemies?” 

The husband shook his head. “None.” 

Their conversation was interrupted 
by Dr. Hart, who had finished his ex- 
amination of the victim. “Mrs. Brewer 
died of a fractured skull,” he an- 
nounced, “not much more than an 
hour or two ago. Too bad her husband 
didn’t come home sooner. If I’d been 
called shortly after she was struck 
down, I might have saved her.” 

“Is there any evidence of a criminal 
assault?” one of the officers asked anx- 
iously, “or, that one was attempted?” 

“None whatever, as far as I can see,” 
the doctor responded. “However, well 
have to await an autopsy to make cer- 
tain. The sooner it’s performed, the 
better.” 

Tears ran uncontrolled from the 
husband’s eyes as the sheriff turned 
to Deputy Kruger and instructed him 
to phone for an ambulance to remove 
the body to Lansing for a post-mortem 
by state pathologist. 

Turning to Deputy Gehringer, Bas- 
sett added: “Let’s get down and look 
at those tracks in the snow along the 


you have any 


dirt road leading up from the highway. ` 


The ambulance will be here soon and 
spoil them.” 

In the back of his mind, the sheriff 
held the hope that the footprints 
would reveal traces of the same hay 
and manure found in the chunk of 
mud left on the dining room floor. But 
he and his deputy discovered none. 

There were two sets of tire tracks, 
however, one obviously those of 
Brewers car; showing a standard 
small-car tread. The other set, which 
crossed his several times, were much 
wider. 

“Looks like they were made by a 
pick-up truck of the type used on 
farms,” Gehringer observed. 

Bassett nodded. “Probably so. You’d 
better make some sketches of the pat- 
tern while I take the measurements of 
these footprints. It appears about three 
people walked up this road tonight, 
and I’d like to find out who they were 
and what they were doing here.” ` 

Almost a half-hour elapsed before 


| the ambulance turned into the side 
i road from the highway. 


In the in- 
terim, the sheriff and his deputy, 
working by the light of powerful elec- 
tric torches, had obtained detailed 
sketches of what appeared to be the 
marks of truck tires and, in addition, 
the outlines and measurements of 
three sets of foot prints, seemingly 
made by heavy boots. g 

Watching Dr. Hart supervise re- 
moval of the body, Bassett suggested 
he ride the ambulance back into How- 
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(Continued from page 11) 


ell. He promised to notify the chief 
Michigan state pathologist, at Lansing, 
so that an autopsy would be performed 
promptly and a report could be had 
early the next day. 

As the ambulance rolled away, the 
sheriff went back into the bungalow 
and sat down casually opposite the 
victim’s husband,. who was slumped 
deep in a chair, his long legs stretched 
out and crossed. Bassett noted par- 
ticularly the soles of Brewer’s shoes 
and saw that they were dry and clean, 
bearing no bits of hay or manure. Fur- 
ther, their general outline was smaller 
than any of the patterns traced from 
the snow outside, and the contour bore 
no resemblance. 

“T know this has hit you hard, Al- 
mon,” the sheriff began, “but if we’re 
going to clear up the case, you’ll have 
to answer a few more questions. First, 
I want you to give me the names of all 
the men who ever visited this house. 
That means everybody. It may be 
‘someone you least suspect.” 

Brewer frowned. “I’m sure it isn’t 
anyone I know,” he said. ‘None of 
my friends would have done such a 
thing!” 

“Until we solve this case we can not 
dismiss any possibility,” Bassett said. 
“Come, now, let me have their names 
and occupations. Even if none of them 
did it, they might give us a lead.” 

The husband rubbed his forehead, 
deep in thought. “Well,” he said at 
last, “I guess you’re right.” With that, 
he named four of his friends. “All of 
them have come here now and then to 
play cards or drink beer, sometimes 
with their wives or girls. They just 
couldn’t have done that to Olga.” 

“We'll soon see,” Bassett said evenly: 
“Do any of them keep cows or horses?” 

“Only one—and say, he was here 
tonight around supper time. But, of 
course, that doesn’t mean anything.” 

“Why did he come?” 

“He wanted to borrow some money, 
but I wouldn’t lend him any. Not that 
I don’t have it in the bank, but he’s 
poor pay and owes me some cash I 
lent him six months ago. Of course, 


_he was sore when I turned him down.” 


HE visitor’s name, Brewer contin- 
ued, was Howard Gray. He had 
come in a truck owned by his boss, 
who operated a big farm several miles 
down the main highway. 

For the first time, the sheriff sensed 
that he had turned up a possible sus- 
pect. “Just what time was it?” he 
asked. “And how long did Gray stay?” 

“It was about six. Gray wasn’t here 
long. When he found out I wasn’t an 
easy touch, he climbed back into the 
truck, hopping mad, and drove off.” 

Bassett listened eagerly. This meant 
that Gray, the farm worker, might 
have had a motive for the fatal beat- 
ing. Angry because Brewer wouldn’t 
lend him more money, he had un- 
doubtedly left with a grudge which 
might have led to a lust for vengeance. 
Conceivably, he could have returned 
to the house in search of Brewer, and 
finding him gone, vented his revenge 
on the pretty wife. 


Yet there was, by no means, a case 
against Howard Gray. The farm 
worker might easily establish a satis- 
factory alibi for his activities for the 
rest of the evening, and the commu- 
nity abounded with men whose boots 
came in constant contact with straw 
and manure. Nevertheless, Bassett de- 
cided that he must question Gray at 
the first possible opportunity. 

When he had jotted down all the in- 
formation, the sheriff noted that. the 
Brewers’ child, Billy, no longer was 
screaming hysterically. Instead, the 
child now could be heard babbling 
softly in his crib in the bedroom. 

“Guess your son finally got over his 
fright,” Bassett told Brewer. “Does he 
talk at all?” 

“Not full words,” the victim’s hus- 
band replied. “Just sounds. Ought 
to talk better, I guess, but I’m afraid 
he’s a little slow, being an only child.” 

“Pm thinking, » continued the sher- 
iff, pointing to the proximity of the 
bedroom to the doorway of the dining 
room, “that if your infant was awak- 
ened when the slayer was beating 
your wife, he would have seen the 
whole: thing. If he could talk, then 
he could tell us who did it!” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” replied 
Brewer. “Kids are apt to imagine 
things—” 

“Naturally, he wouldn’t be accepted 
as a witness,” Bassett went on, “but it 
would be helpful to us in getting on 
the killer’s trail. Let me have a try 
at young Billy.” 

Bassett motioned to his deputies to 
remain behind as he followed Brewer 
into the bedroom and over to the side 
of the crib. Billy proved to be a blond, 
appealing youngster who blinked as 
the lights were turned on and then 
turned his attention to the toys at the 
foot of his bed. 

“You'd better introduce me,” the 
sheriff told the father. “Then maybe 
he’ll open up.” 


Brewer was painstaking. “Listen, 
Billy boy,” he said gently. “This is a 
nice man, Sheriff Bassett. He knows 


mommy ‘and dadd He -likes you. 
Will you talk with him?” 5 

The child grinned and averted his 
eyes coyly. The sheriff knew in an in- 
stant that Billy was taking to him and 
patted the child under the chin. “Good 
boy!” he praised. “I like you, Billy. 
Will you tell me something? Your 
mommy was hurt tonight by a bad, 
bad man. Did you see the bad man?” 

The child’s smile faded, and terror 
was mirrored on his delicate face. Now 
Bassett was certain that Billy had 
been a witness to the fatal slugging. 

"Tell me who did it, Billy!” he 
pleaded. “Tell me!” 

The child looked apprehensively at 
his father, whose face was impassive. 
Then, lisping, he said shyly: “Ba-a- -a 
; „pavara i. RE . da-a-a.. 

nm at s he trying to say?” in uired 
the sheriff. Not ‘bad daddy!” ` 

“No,” replied Brewer calmly. “He’s 
Saying something to me, all right, be- 
cause he always calls me ‘dada.’ But 
what ‘baa-baa’ is, I don’t know. That’s 
a new one.” 

“Are you sure?” pressed Bassett. 

“Wait a minute!” Brewer said, an 
inspiration striking him. “Howard 
Gray’s middle name is Robert, and we 
always call him Bob. He’s been at the 
house a lot, and Billy only knows him 
by that name. The kid’s trying to tell 


‘me: “Bob, Daddy!’ I think we'd bet- 


ter find that guy!” 
There were several other questions 
the sheriff asked of the arenes hus- 


band before taking his leave. The first 
was to tell where he had been. during 
the gay evening he had spent in How- | 
ell while his wife was left alone. 
Brewer named several bars, adding | 
that he left the last one, ‘The 
Devil’s Corner,” at about half-past 


eleven. He had driven directly home, | 


he declared. ‘ 
Next, Bassett inquired what Brewer 


planned to do with the child. Know- | 
ing- that the husband worked in a | 


Howell mill, he well realized that 


Brewer wouldn’t be able to work and 


still take care of Billy. 

“My wife’s relatives live nearby,” 
he replied. ‘TI notify them, and 
they’ll send one of the women to pick 
up the kid.” 


ON THEIR way down to the high- 
way intersection where they had 
left the sheriff’s car, Bassett and his 
men encountered some of the Brewers’ 
neighbors, who had gathered around 
the scene. 
officers located two of the men Brewer 
had named as frequent visitors. 

The sheriff questioned them closely. 
But both men disavowed any knowl- 


ily admitted having walked up the 


snow-covered road from the highway | 
at about seven o’clock after returning | 
from work in town. This would ac- | 


count for some of the footprints along 
the way, but it was getting too late to 
examine the men further. Warning 
them to remain available for further 
questioning, Bassett returned with his 
deputies to his parked car. On the way, 


another significant fact struck him. 
- The third neighbor named as a caller 


by Brewer had not been among the 
crowd of spectators. Mentally, the 


sheriff put him down on the list next | 


to Gray, whom he now sought. 


From the highway intersection, Bas- | 


sett drove directly to the farm where | 
Howard Gray was employed. The | 
farm owner responded to their re- 
peated knocks. “Sorry, but Howard 
isn’t here,” he told them. “Went out 
about half-past six last night and 
hasn’t come back. Hasn’t got into any 
trouble, has he?” 

“That we don’t know,” the sheriff 
answered candidly. “But we want to 
talk to him badly. Let me know when 
he gets in, will you?” 

The farm owner promised that he 
would, and haying an excellent repu- 
tation, Bassett was confident he meant 
what he said. 

On the way back to town, the sher- 
iff pondered the meager evidence they 
had assembled to date. “I should 
think Gray would be smart enough 
not to take it on the lam in that 
truck,” he said out loud to his men. 
“We really haven’t anything tangible | 
against him, and yet, if he’s become a 
fugitive, that’s a highly suspicious 
move.’ 

Back at his office, Bassett handed 
Kruger the napkin-wrapped beer bot- 
tle and the box containing the clump 
of barnyard mud, with orders to run 
them up to Lansing for immediate 
laboratory analysis and a prompt re- 
port. Then, instructing an office aide 


to stay near the telephone in the event 


of a call about Howard Gray, he left 
to catch a few hours of sleep. 

Tense from the excitement of 
the murder investigation, the sheriff 
was unable to sleep very long. Be- 
fore dawn, he was back at his desk, 
sipping a cup of black coffee. 

The deputies had received but one 
call, from Dr. Black at Lanse, who 
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| 
ing, and fell in a heap on the office 
floor. : 


reported that Olga Brewer had died 
of a fractured skull, as surmised, and 
that she had not been criminally as- 
saulted. 

There had been no call to report the 
return of Howard Gray, and Bassett 
phoned the farm to make certain. 

“Right now it looks like Gray’s our 
man!” the sheriff eagerly told his 
men. “Out all night with his boss’ 
truck. Certainly looks bad. Get all 
the other deputies in the county on the 
wire and tell jem to watch for this 
guy!” 

At this point, Deputy Kruger en- 
tered the office on his return from the 
Lansing laboratory, his eyes deeply 
circled from lack of sleep. “By the 
way,” he told his chief, “I spotted a 
fellow as I was driving through town 
who might be able to help us. He was 
walkin’ up and down in front of a 
bar waitin’ for the bartender to open 
up. I didn’t like his actions, so I 
waited until the barkeep let him in. I 
tailed him along and heard the bar- 
man call him ‘Jack. Would that be 
the neighbor mentioned by Almon 
Brewer?” 

“It could bei" Bassett responded 
quickly: “And maybe he has plenty 
on his mind. If he’s the guy, go down 
and bring him back here.” 

Before be left, Kruger added that 
the laboratory technicians had prom- 
ised to go to work on the clues at 
once, but he wanted a sample of the 
mud from the barnyard where How- 
ard Gray worked for comparison with 
the piece found in the Brewer house. 
Bassett pinned this assignment on 
Gehringer. 

Minutes later, Kruger returned with 
a thin, hollow-cheeked young man 
who obviously had been on a drunken 
binge. He readily admitted that he 
was Jack Farron, that he had been on 
a bender for a week, and that he had 
waited at the tavern for a quick shot 
before going to work at a local brick- 
yard where he was employed. 

“Cut the kidding!” snapped the 
sheriff. “You had no idea of working 
today. Just tell me where you were 
last night and what you did!” 

Sweat stood out on the suspects 
brow, and he trembled visibly. “I—I 
don’t know,” he admitted. “I was 
drinking until about 8:30 with Almon 
Brewer. Then he left me, and after 
that—well, everything is foggy—” 

“Sure you didn’t go out to Brew- 
er’s house and try to date his wife?” 

Farron looked terrified. ‘“Why— 
why,”. he stammered, “I’m sure I 
didn’t do that!” 

“If you were in a fog, how do you 
know?” 

“I don’t,” admitted the suspect. 
“Say, look here! I’m iù a bad way—” 

With this he staggered, his eyes roll- 


“Too much alcohol and too little 
food,” observed Bassett. “Put him in 
a cell and call Doc Hart. Then get that 
jacket off him and find out whether 
those stains on it are blood or brick- 
dust.” 

The physician arrived and quieted 
Farron with a sedative as Gehringer 
returned with a sample of mud from 
the barnyard. 

“Gray’s boss is worried about his 
being out all night with the truck,” 
the deputy reported. "Never did it 
before, he says, and he can’t under- 
stand it.” 

“Does he have any idea where Gray 
might be?” the sheriff asked. 

“Possibly over in Pinckney, he said. 


x 


Howard has been over there a couple 
of times playing cards pretty late—but 
never all night.” 


Bo s glanced up at the wall ` 
clock and saw that the hands 
pointed to 9:30. “You boys must be 
tired,” he told’ his deputies, “but we 
have to push this thing to a conclusion. 
Gehringer, you take that mud over to 
Lansing, and Kruger, you try to dig up 
Gray for me. Meanwhile, I’m driving 
back out to the Ridge to ask about 
Farron and Gray. Maybe they know 
something,” 

The sheriff was surprised to see a 
strange car in Brewer’s yard, but this 
was soon explained when he entered 
the house. ‘The bereaved husband 
stood at the kitchen sink, buttering 
some toast, while a wholesome-look- 
ing young woman was dressing young 
Billy on a bathinette near the stove. 

“Sheriff, this is my wife’s relative,” 
Brewer said. “She’s taking Billy until 
this thing is straightened out.” 

When the boy was dressed, Brewer 
excused himself to carry the child out 
to the car, accompanied by the young 


. woman. While he was gone, Bassett 


studied the room quickly and his eyes 
came to rest on an object which lay 
on the kitchen table. Moving swiftly, 
he wrapped it in a paper napkin and 
stuffed it into a pocket of his coat. 
Brewer returned and asked wearily 
if the sheriff had found Howard Gray. 
Bassett replied that he hadn’t, but 
that an alarm for the suspect was out. 
Leaving Brewer alone in the house, 
the sheriff occupied himself by visit- 
ing the homes of his neighbors. Al- 
though the men of the community all 
had gone to work, their women re- 
mained at home and were willing to 
help the sheriff. Bassett left, his mind 


filled with the neighbors’ gossip. 


When he arrived at the office, he 
was pleased to see Howard Gray sit- 
ting in a chair with Deputy Kruger 
standing guard. “Sure, he was over 
at a card game in Pinckney,” Kruger 
reported, “but the other players say 
he didn’t arrive until long after ten 
o’clock.” 

Pale and hollow-eyed, Gray was 
surly. “What’s wrong with a friendly 
game of cards?” he demanded. “Is it 
a crime?” 

“No,” replied the sheriff, “but mur- 
der is!” 

Gray sat upright. “Murder—whose 
murder?” - 

“Olga Brewer,” Bassett replied 
evenly. “Everything so far points to 
you.” 

The suspect seemed flabbergasted by 
the accusation. “I don’t get it!” he 
protested. “Why would I want to 
kill her?” - 

“For one thing, you were angry 
because Brewer wouldn’t lend you 
any money last night. Isn’t that so?” 

Gray laughed harshly. “It is not. 
The truth is, Brewer wanted me to 
lend him money! He got mad when 
I wouldn’t!” ~- 

This statement surprised the sher- 
iff. Quickly, he demanded to know if 
Gray hadn’t gone up to the Brewer 
house in the truck around supper 
time. ` 
The suspect replied that he had, 
but: at Brewer’s. urgent request by 
telephone. “When he asked me for a 
loan, I turned him down because he’d 
been on a week’s binge, and I knew I 
never would get the money back,” 
Gray explained. 

He had left the Brewer house 
abruptly after this, not in any angry 


mood, but one of disgust, and he had 
not returned there later in the eve- 
ning. Instead, he had gone over to 
spend several hours with bis, girl be- 
fore joining the card players. 

Bassett had been an officer too long 
not to sense that Gray was speakihg 
the truth, for his- detailed alibi, if 
false, could be too easily upset. 

Questioned further, Gray said that 
Brewer had asked him for $25, ex- 
plaining that his bank account was 
overdrawn. The sheriff pondered this 
intently, for Brewer had told him he 
had plenty. of money in the bank. 

“You'll have to stay here until we 
can check your story,” Bassett told 
Gray. “If it stands up, you'll be out 
of here in a jiffy.” : 

Frowning, the sheriff put on his hat 
and coat and went out. Half an hour 
later, he returned to the office and 
telephoned Gray’s employer, with 
whom he talked briefly. A moment 
after he had replaced the reCeiver, a 
call came through from the state lab- 
oratory chief at Lansing. 

The piece of mud found in the 
Brewer house had come from the 
Howard Gray barnyard, he reported, 
and one clear fingerprint had been de- 
veloped from the side of the beer bot- 
tle and had been rushed to Washing- 
ton for checking with the master file 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. 

“Looks bad for Howard Gray,” one 
of the officers said, as the sheriff dis- 
cussed the latest developments. 

"d withhold judgment, if I were 
you,” said Bassett, withdrawing the 
napkin-covered object from his pocket 
and partially unwrapping it. The dep- 
uty saw it was a greasy butter knife. 


-“Take this over to Lansing -as fast as 


you can,” the sheriff directed. “I want 
to see a party over in Pinckney.” 


I THE light of the latest develop- 
ments, Bassett wanted to accom- 
plish one thing—to learn what young 
Billy Brewer actually had meant by 
his lispings about the fatal beating of 
his mother. 

The sheriff was tense as he pressed 
the doorbell of the dead woman’s rela- 
tive and was admitted. Billy Brewer 
was playing on the floor and Bassett 
picked him up gently. : 

“When Billy says ‘ba-a-a... ba-a-a’, 
what does he mean?” the sheriff asked. 

“His bottle,” the young woman re- 
plied. “He always: has asked for it 
that way.” 

Bassett pursed his lips. “Then if he 
said ‘ba-a-a ... ba-a-a, da-a-a... 
da-a-a that would mean ‘bottle, 


“It would. That’s just what he’d 


=Daddy?’.” . 


say.’ 

“Tell me,” the sheriff asked, “how 
did Brewer and his wife get along. 
Was there ever any trouble between 
them?” 

The relative bit her lip -hesitantly, 
then replied: “Yes. There was an- 
other woman. Olga never would tell 
me who she was, But Olga had 
threatened to leave Almon unless he 
stopped spending money on this 
woman,” 

Bassett started putting two and two 
together. Brewer had told of drinking 
at the "Devils Corner” on the night of, 


the crime. If he was spending money. ` 


on another woman, that would be a 
place to do it. With this in mind, the 
sheriff went out to his car and drove 
back to Howell. 

In the “Devil’s Corner” he sought 
out the proprietor, who proved to be 
hopping mad and ready to talk. 
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. dence he néeded. 


“Was Brewer in here spending 
money on a dame?” he asked bluntly. 

“PIL say! For the last couple of 
months, Almon has been running 
around with one of my waitresses— 
Betty Maynard. You know, the plati- 
num blonde with the Grable figure. It 
was bad enough having him hanging 
around here until she got through so 
he could buy her drinks. But the pay- 
off came yesterday afternoon. Beity 
has been wanting to go to Hollywood, 
but she never had the dough. .Then 
yesterday, just around supper time, 
she came in and handed me her uni- 
forms, saying she was quitting. She 
said she finally was going to Holly- 
wood and that Almon Brewer had 
bought her ticket!” 

Now Bassett had almost all the evi- 
He made one more 
stop at the local bank, where he 
learned that Brewer had withdrawn 
$250—almost the last cent in the ac- 
count—within the last eight days, 


often appearing at the teller’s window 


in a drunken condition. 

From the bank, Bassett drove di- 
rectly out to the Ridge to call on 
Almon Brewer. The latter was shav- 
ing, apparently getting ready to go 
out. “We have Howard Gray down. 
at the jail,” the sheriff told him. “He’s 
telling a strange tale, and we want 
you to come down and help us upset 
his story.” 

“Sure,” replied Brewer, “if he killed 
Olga, he ought to get the works!”’ 

“But first,’ said Bassett, placing a 
firm hand on the husband’s shoulder, 
“lets run over your story to be sure 
we have it straight.” 

The sheriff quickly repeated what 
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Brewer had told him—that Gray had 
come to his house at six the previous 
night to borrow money... that he had 
refused to lend it to him... and Gray 
had driven away angry. 

“Then you drove downtown, had 
some drinks, and stayed there until 
about 11:30,” Bassett continued. “After 
that, you went home and found your 
wife on the floor, her head battered.” 

Brewer nodded emphatically. “That’s 
what happened!” he insisted. 

“You're a liar!” the sheriff snapped, 
and the victim’s husband went pale. 
His lips moved to speak, but no words 
came. “I’ve checked the bank,” Bas- 
sett went on. “You only have a few 
cents there. You’ve drawn it all out 
in the last eight days to finance a 
binge. But even the biggest lush 
couldn’t drink up $250 worth of booze 
in a week. I checked: at the ‘Devil’s 
Corner’ and found out about you and 
Betty Maynard, the little platinum 
blonde waitress who wanted to go to 
Hollywood. You«aid for her railroad 
fare to the coast.” . 

Brewer stood dumbfounded, perspi- 
ration streaming down his cheeks. 

“You. left the ‘Devil’s Corner’ at 
8:30,” the sheriff continued, “saw 
Betty Maynard aboard a train for De- 
troit at 8:45. When she didn’t even 
kiss you goodby, it struck you sud- 
denly that you were a sucker. A lit- 
tle while later, you were sober—and 
dead broke. You knew your wife 
would need money, so you started out 
to raise some. 

“You figured your best bet would 
be Harold Gray, so you drove out to 
see him and prowled around the 
barns looking for him. If it’s any in- 
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} fact, that’s where you picked up a 


| piece of mud mixed with hay and ma- 


| 


terest to you, you were seen there. In 


nure we found later in your dining 
room.” 

Now, Brewer wąs staring as if he 
had seen a ghost. He trembled vio- 
lently from head to foot. 

“But you went home,” Bassett 
droned on mercilessly. “You figured 
you'd tell your wife some kind of 
story. Only she had been looking at 
your bankbook and knew what had 
happened. You argued with her and 
lost your head. Then you let her have 
it with the beer bottle—right in front 
of your own son! 

“That was quite a trick, misinter- 
preting your child’s baby-talk, but we 
found out from your wife’s relatives 
what he meant. He was trying to tell 
us his daddy hit his mother on the 
head with a bottle!” 


AT LAST, the husband found his 
voice. “I didn’t do it, I tell you!” 
he protested weakly. 

“No use, Brewer,” Bassett said 
quietly. “We found a perfect thumb- 
print near the neck of the beer bottle. 
The FBI has it, along with another 


from a bread knife I lifted off your- 


kitchen table. You can bet. your bot- 
tom dollar they -match!” 

Now the sheriff picked up the phone 
and called his office for as fine a bluff 


as he ever had executed. Although the 
report from the fingerprint experts 
had not yet been returned, he in- 
quired: “Gehringer, what does the 
report say? It does? Thats swell! Pm 
bringing our man in.” 

Brewer saw that it was useless to lie 
further. “Okay, Sheriff,” he said, his 
eyes staring wildly. “I killed her. It 
was this way—just like you said.” 

And the prisoner proceeded to make 
a full confession, which substantiated 
Bassett’s reconstruction of the crime 
in every detail. His wife had accused 
him of spending their money on Betty 
Maynard, they had quarreled, and he 
had struck her with the beer bottle. 

By his admissions, the sheriff was 
able to release Howard . Gray, on 
whom the confessed slayer had falsely 
directed suspicion, and Jack Farron, 
whose jacket proved to be stained only 
with brickdust. 

- On March 17, 1947, Almon Brewer 
was placed on trial and swiftly found 
guilty. of second-degree murder. He 
was promptly sentenced to not less 
than 30 and not more than 40 years 
in the state prison at Jackson for the 
ruthless murder of his young wife. - 


Note: To protect innocent persons, 
the names Jack Farron, Howard Gray, 
and Betty Maynard, as used in this 
story, are fictitious. 


FAITHFUL 


FELONS 


(Continued from page 6) 


more tests to prove that Funk was 
shamming when he claimed he had no 
feeling in his legs. 

Evans, a quiet, well-behaved man, 
was trusted by the prison officials; so 
much, in fact, that he was occasionally 
sent to Jefferson City for supplies 
which were immediately needed—a 
not unusual procedure with “outside 
trusties” in many big penitentiaries. 

One day, after being dispatched to 
the city, Evans didn’t return. And the 
reason he didn’t was because Funk 
had picked him up in a car at a pre- 
viously agreed-upon spot and had 
carried him to freedom. 

Nothing was heard of either of the 
men for several years. Then, one day, 
two quiet, courteous men carrying 


| briefcases entered a Chicago branch 


bank, presented credentials as bank 
examiners, and announced that they 
wanted to inspect the books. 

When it came time for closing, they 
told the president that certain engage- 
ments which they had made the fol- 


| lowing day forced them to work later 


that night. The president, if he would 
be so kind, would stay with them to 
answer any questions which might 
arise. 

The president would—and did. He 
was found trussed up and gagged 
when the bank opened the following 
morning. The two phony examiners 
had used this interval to hie them- 
selves far away—with three hundred 
thousand dollars in cash and nego- 
tiable securities. 

For months, pdlice and private de- 


| tectives, as well as sleuths of the 


American Bankers Association, worked 
on the case. Finally, they arrested a 


prosperous apartment house owner in 
Chicago. 

The fingerprints of that man showed 
him to be Al Funk. He was convicted 
and sentenced to a long term in Joliet, 
where eventually he died: 

On a balmy day in May, 1927, an 
Irish priest drove up to the Joliet in- 
stitution and asked permission. to 
cross the grounds so that he could 
save time in reaching a desperately-ill 
man before he died. 

The permission was granted. The 
gate was opened, and the priest en- 
tered in his car. But as soon as he 
was inside, a group of guards dragged 
him from the scene and searched the 
vehicle. 

They found plenty: dynamite, per- 
cussion caps, fuse, hand grenades, five 
automatics, and several hundred 
rounds of ammunition! 

The “priests” fingerprints were 
taken, classified, and checked with 
those on file in the prison. As the of- 
ficials anticipated—having in some 
manner been tipped off—the phony 
clergyman was Mike Evans, coming to 
repay his debt to Funk for helping 
him to escape! 

Evans was given a long term, to 
begin after he had served’ the “butt” 
of his old one. But he never completed 
either, as he, like the man he had 
helped at the risk of his own liberty 
and who had undergone similar haz- 
ards for him, died in confinement. 

Loyalty, courage, resourcefulness, 
ahd patience! Both men had them all 
in abundant measure. But they were 
criminals at ‘heart. And they came to 
exactly the same end as those who 
lack all these fine qualities! 


The man concentrated momentarily, 
his brow furrowed. “She was fairly 


good looking, maybe about forty years ` 


old with dark hair. She wore glasses 
and had on a‘blue felt hat.” 

The driver, he added, was a man 
about fifty years old, with a broad 
face. He was neatly dressed in a dark 
suit. There had been no signs of an 
argument between the couple while 
they were parked at the station. After 
the- driver paid the check, he had 
started off towards Pittsboro. 

Thanking his informant, Desern 
hastened to Pittsboro where he related 
to Sheriff Blair the interesting infor- 
mation he had uncovered. 

“Now were getting somewhere,” 
Blair remarked, when the deputy was 
through. “We have a fair description 
of the murderer, his automobile, and 
the victim. These should help a great 
deal.” 

All day Sunday the relentless search 
for the body was continued. But 
when night came, the boatmen rowed 
to the banks without anything to show 
for their efforts. The hunt was aban- 
doned until the next day. 

Nevertheless, Sheriff Blair mapped 
out: plans for his investigation. Be- 
lieving that the victim had been from 
some other section of the state, he 
gave the story of the mysterious affair 
to the newspapers and asked the pub- 
lic for assistance. The case made head- 
lines the following morning, arousing 
considerable interest. Shortly after- 
wards, tips and leads began to pour 
into the sheriff’s office. No matter 
how unimportant they seemed, each 
one was thoroughly investigated. 

In Apex, a small town 20 miles east 
of Pittsboro, another scene was added 
to the strange drama on the same 
morning. A motorist appeared at 
police headquarters and talked with 
Chief J. E. Castleberry. 


“I was on my way to Oxford this | 


morning when I noticed something 
. beside” the road,” he explained. “I 
stopped and found that it was a 
woman’s hat. Having just read the 
papers, I wondered if it might have 
something to do with that missing 
woman over at Pittsboro.” 

“It might,” Castleberry conceded. 
“You can’t ever tell.” 

The motorist opened a bag and laid 
a woman’s blue felt hat on the officer’s 
desk. Castleberry quickly spotted 
several red stains on it. Thanking his 
informant, he picked up the telephone 
and called Sheriff Blair. As time 
passed, the bloodstained hat became 
a significant part of the investigation. 
The story of its discovery was printed 
in the newspapers. 


N MARCH 27, an attractive young 
woman appeared at police head- 


quarters in Durham; 34 miles north ` 


of Pittsboro. Obviously under deep 
emotional strain, she asked to see 
Chief W. F. Dobie. The chief gave her 
A Gage and then sat down behind his 
esk. 
“What can I do for you?” he asked. 
After introducing herself, she 
- began, on the verge of tears. “I’m ter- 


vious Saturday evening, Mrs. Terry 


WHO WOOED 


WIDOW TERRY? 


(Continued from page 19) 


ribly worried about my mother.” 

“Why?” 

“She’s disappeared. I’m sure some- 
thing has happened to her...” 

“You may be unduly alarmed,” Chief 
Dobie said, reassuringly. “Suppose 
you tell me all about it. Maybe I can 
help you.” 

According to the young woman, her 
mother, Mrs. Annie B. Terry, had 
been missing for three days. She ex- 
plained that her mother was a widow 
who lived at 822 Burch Avenue and 
worked as a seamstress. On the pre- 


had changed clothes and asked her 
son to drive her to the bus station. 
Her son estimated that the missing 
woman was downtown about seven- 
thirty. 

“Where was she going?” 
inquired. 

“To visit friends in Winston-Salem. 
But she never reached her destina- 
tion. I learned this yesterday when I 
tried to talk with her on the tele- 
phone.” 

The chief scratched a few notes on 
a pad. Then, trying to ease the 
woman’s grief, “I wouldn’t jump at | 
conclusions, yet, if I wete you,” he ad- | 
vised. “After all, Mrs. Terry might | 
have changed her plans. She’ll prob- 
ably get in touch with you soon.” 

“T’d like to believe you,” the woman 
said, in a trembling voice. “But some- 
thing else worries me... the blue 
felt hat found near Apex. Mother was 
wearing one like it when she disap- 
peared.” 

“Maybe it’s just a coincidence,” the 
chief went on consolingly. “Td like to 
get a description of your mother.” 

Ending the interview, he assured 
her his department would do every- 
thing humanly possible to locate Mrs. 
Terry. He also promised to call her - 
as seen as he learned anything. After 
her departure, he called in two of his 
best detectives and assigned them to 
check on the missing widow. 

Late that same night, they returned 
with a comprehensive report. Em- 
ployees at the bus station were posi- 
tive they had seen no one answering 
the description of Mrs. Terry on Sat- 
urday night. Obviously, something 
had happened to her shortly after she 
left her son’s car. 

They had also discovered that Mrs. 
Terry, a capable and industrious 
seamstress, worked hard and lived a 
simple, quiet life. The cheerful, 
comely widow, who looked much 
younger than her actual age, was re- 
spected and well liked by everyone 
who knew her. If she had an enemy, 


Dobie 


Auen 


. ho one knew about it. 


However, one of her friends re- 


‘called that she had frequently gone 


out with Russell Trent, a traveling 
salesman. Although she occasionally 
dated other men, Trent appeared to 
have the inside track. 

“And I’ve got it straight,” one of the 
detectives told Chief Dobie. “This fel- 
low Trent was extremely jealous. He 
didn’t like Mrs. Terry to notice any- 
one else. There’s a long chance he | 
went off his nut and killed her.” 
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“Where’s he now?” Dobie inquired. 
“He’s supposed to be in Greenville, 


_ South Carolina. His landlady thinks 


he was in town until late Saturday 
night, but she isn’t sure at all.” 

“Anyway, well look him up,” the 
chief decided. 

Calling the Greenville authorities, 
Dobie asked them to pick up Trent 
and question him. The dapper sales- 
man was finally located at a Green- 
ville hotel and taken to police head- 
quarters. Readily admitting’ he was 
a close friend of the missing woman, 
he insisted he hadn’t seen her in a 
week. He further stated he left Dur- 
ham on the previous Saturday morn- 
ing and drove directly to Atlanta, 
Georgia, where he spent the night at 
a hotel. 

At the request of Chief Dobie, the 
officers in Atlanta made inquiries at 
the hotel named by Trent. They found 
he had registered on the night in ques- 
tion. One of the clerks, who knew 
Trent personally, was positive the 
salesman had checked in before eight 
o’clock. This information satisfied 
Dobie, and he ordered Trent released. 

As the investigation began to lag, 
with no signs of a body forthcoming, 
Sheriff Blair and the other officers 
were beginning to wonder if there 
actually had been a crime or if the 
whole affair had been imaginary. Yet, 
they couldn’t overlook the convincing 
story of the fishermen and the other 
evidence that had piled up. 

By the ninth day, only a-few mem- 
bers of the searching party remained 
faithfully on the job, probing and 
dragging the river bed. Then, with 
startling suddenness, things began to 
happen. One of the men in a boat 
struck an object beneath the water. 
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Tense with excitement, he pulled in 
his grappling iron with a heavy, sod- 
den bundle attached to it. One look 
showed him it was the swollen, 
bloated body of an elderly woman. 

His grim shout informed the others 
that the long hunt was over at last. 
The victim was taken ashore and 
placed on the grass. Coroner Charles 
L. Seott was notified and he hurried 
ee to make a preliminary examina- 
ion. 

‘Death was caused by shock from 
wounds and drowning,” he told Sheriff 
Blair. ‘There are numerous bruises 
and cuts about the face and hands. I 
would guess she was beaten uncon- 
‘scious and tossed into the river while 
she was still alive.” 

The body was then moved to Pitts- 
boro where a more thorough examina- 
tion for cause of death and clues to 
the crime were made. 

Positive identification was the next 
objective for the officers. Sheriff Blair 
got in touch with the young woman 
who had reported her mother as miss- 
ing and asked her to come to Pittsboro. 
There, in the gloomy undertaking par- 
lor, a pitiful, tragic scene, always the 
aftermath of murder, followed. The 
young woman glanced at the pale, 
swollen face bathed in the white glare 
of an overhead light, and burst into 
racking sobs. She turned around and 
collapsed in a dead faint. 

At once, Sheriff Blair speeded up his 
investigation. He dispatched his dep- 
uties to work in close cooperation with 
the Durham police. He suggested that 
they probe further into Mrs. Terry’s 
past in hopes they would uncover a 
motive for the ruthless crime. Had it 
been jealousy? Revenge? Robbery? 

“My guess,” Chief Dobie said, “is 
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that the slayer was someone Mrs. 


. Terry knew and trusted. She rode 


with him in his car to the bridge un- 
suspectingly.”’ 

A tip that appeared to be of value 
came from a neighbor of the seam- 
stress. 

“There was someone Annie didn’t 
trust,” the elderly housewife stated to 
the detective who was questioning her. 
“She told me about a man who wanted 
to date her, but she had refused to go 
out with him beeause- he had a bad 
reputation. On one occasion, he 
stopped her along the street and told 
her to get in his car. When she re- 
fused, he got angry and abusive.” . 

“Who was the man?” 

“Cary Arnold. He’s a big, husky 
fellow who works at one of the to- 
bacco factories. I think he drives a 
green sedan.” 

This information. was relayed to 
Chief Dobie who put out an order for 
the arrest of Arnold. But finding the 
suspect proved to be another matter. 
Checking at the tobacco factories, the 
officers eventually arrived at the one 
where Arnold had been employed. But 
to their disappointment, he had sud- 
denly quit his job on Tuesday after 
the tragic episode at the bridge, and 
left the city. 

“That doesn’t look so good for him,” 
Chief Dobie said, when advised of the 
new development. “Talk with his 
friends. See if they know where he 
went.” 


PAL of Arnold’s told the detectives 

he believed the burly tobacco 

worker had gone to Winston-Salem. 

The intensive manhunt quickly shifted 
across the state to the twin cities and ` 

lasted exactly two days. Arnold was 
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taken into custody when he applied 


for work at one of the cigarette fac- . 


tories. At police headquarters, he 
denied knowing Mrs. Terry. ; 

For the next two hours, Sheriff Blair 
and Chief Dobie steadily flung ques- 
tions at him. 

“Why did you quit your job in Dur- 
ham?” the sheriff demanded. 

“That’s my business,’ Arnold re- 
plied sullenly. 

“PI tell you why. It was because 
you killed Mrs. Terry and you were 
afraid we’d find it out. Isn’t that 
right?” 
>. “No, it isn’t,’ Arnold said .wearily. 

"TU admit that I knew her, but I cer- 
tainly “didn’t murder her. I met her 
at the home of a friend one night and 
took a liking to her. Later, I asked 
her to go out with me, but she 
refused.” 

“Then why did you leave Durham?” 

“Because I was afraid I was going to 
have trouble with a fellow who ac- 
cused me of running around with his 
wife.” 

The officers exchanged glances. 
Something about the suspect’s. open, 
frank statement convinced them.this 
time he was telling the truth. Still, 
they wanted to be sure before reach- 
ing a decision. 

“Where were you on Saturday night, 
March 24?” Sheriff Blair asked. 

“I was drinking a little that night 
and rode over to Raleigh.” 

“You'll have to do better than that,” 
Dobie cut in. 

“Wait a minute,” Arnold begged, 
trying to think. “I stopped at a couple 
of places near Raleigh. If you’ll take 
me to them, I feel sure I can find 
somebody who saw me.” 

Willing to give him the benefit of a 


doubt, Sheriff Blair and Chief Dobie . 


‘took Arnold back to Durham where he 

started to retrace the route he claimed 
he followed on the night of the slay- 
ing. Luck was with the husky tobacco 
worker. He finally found a service 
station attendant who’ remembered 
waiting on him about eleven o’clock 
on the night in question. He was re- 
leased and exonerated. 

The hard-pressed officers quickly 
turned to other angles of the baffling 
case. At this point, another suspect 
appeared in the picture. In Raleigh, 
a middle-aged man was held for ques- 
tioning after wrecking his Nash coupe. 
Officers working on the case became 
suspicious he might be involved in the 
Terry murder when they found old 
bloodstains on the upholstery. They 
called in Sheriff Blair and Chief Do- 
bie who took the stocky man into a 
private office and grilled him. The 
suspect gave his name as Ralph Clarke 
and said he lived near Cary. 

“Did you know Mrs. Annie Terry?” 
Blair asked, studying his reactions 
closely. : 

“No. I’d never heard of her until I 


read about the murder in the news-. 


mpos. ; : 
“Where were you on the night 
March 24?” * E 
Clarke rubbed his forehead. gently. 
“Offhand, - I'm not sure. I believe 
that’s the night I drove a friend of 
mine over to Durham. He visited his 
wife at one of the hospitals.” 
“Where’s your friend now?” 

_“He’s moved to Chapel Hill. I can 
give you his name, and you can get his 
address from the post office. I’m sure 
he’ll verify my statement.” 

_ Clarke proved to be right. When lo- 
cated later in the day, his friend un- 
hesitatingly corroborated his alibi for 


§ 


the night of the murder. Completely 
exonerated, Clarke was dismissed. 

“What’ll we do next?” Dobie asked 
the sheriff, when they reached head- 
quarters in Durham. 

Blair paused in deep thought. “May- 
be we ought to run through Mrs, Ter- 
ry’s personal belongings,” he asserted. 
“There might be something in them to 
help us.” : 

Dobie nodded. “It’s worth trying,” 
he agreed. 

At the address where the victim had 
lived, the two officers examined her 
room. Going through a dresser drawer, 
Sheriff Blair discovered a packet of 
letters. When they departed, he took 
these with him. At headquarters, he 
went over them carefully. Presently, 
he straightened up in his chair, his 
eyes gleaming with excitement. 

“Have yop found something?” Chief 
Dobie inquired. 

“Take a look at this,” the sheriff re- 
quested, passing over a letter. 

Dobie took the sheet of paper and 
examined it. He noticed the writing 
was a sprawled mannish script. The 
letter was dated September 28, 1927, 
and went as follows: 

‘Your letter was received this morn- 
ing, and I was very much surprised at 
the contents. I did not know when I 
phoned you that I was coming back so 
soon as I was supposed to stay over 
and figure some school plans. I don’t 
see why you keep harping about wo- 
men, for I hardly speak to another 
woman. I have tried to be good and 
told the truth on all occasions, and I 
can’t see to save my life what pleasure 
you get out of trying to make life so 
unpleasant for me. If there was any 
reason for it it would be different. But 
it certainly does hurt me to get such a 
letter for no cause at all. Will phone 
you Saturday night about 7:30. Rover.” 

“It’s a lead,” the chief decided, lay- 


` ing the letter aside. 


“There seems to be a significant 
point in it,” Blair said. ‘You notice 


‘the writer mentions bell phone at 


7:30 on Saturday night. Maybe he 
was in the habit of contacting her on 
that particular night.” 

“Right. Obviously, he had been 
going with her for some time. She was 
jealous of him, and he got tired of her 
accusations. So he killed her.” 

“But we still don’t know his identity. 
He was very careful not to put his 
name on those letters. And they were 
mailed from a half-dozen different 
post offices.” 

Taking the letter with him, Sheriff 
Blair returned to Pittsboro. There, in 
the quiet of his office, he studied. it 
closely for some clue to the writer’s 
identity. One sentence deeply in- 
trigued him. “I was supposed to stay 
over and figure some school plans.” 

Who would be concerned with 
school plans? A teacher? An engineer? 
An architect? A contractor? 


BHR snapped his fingers. "hate 
it,” he exclaimed to Deputy De- 
sern. “The man we want to question 
is a contractor. He’s middle-aged, a 
little on the stout side, and drives a 
green Nash coupe.” 

Desern nodded approvingly. ‘Find- 
ing a man to fit your description 
shouldn’t be too difficult.” 

Blair hastened to Durham and con- 
ferred with Chief Dobie. Together, 
they talked with the daughter of the 
victim. But she failed to help them. 
As far as she knew, none of her 
mother’s friends was a contractor. 


Nevertheless, the officers felt sure | 
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you are to use 24 Tabs FREE. If not aston- 
ished at the palliative relief which you enjoy 
from your sufferings, return the package 
and you owe us nothing. We mean it: SEND 
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and we will rush your Tabs by return mail. 
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THISE BOOKS? 


We present two excellent 
books on marital relations, 
by David H. Keller, well- 
known doctor-author, an 
expert on marital relations 
for over 30 years. 


SEX ANATOMY 


ATLAS 


BOOK No. | 
In Dr, Keller’s SEX AN- 
ATOMY ATLAS, there 
are over 325 illustrations 
with full explanatory text 
accompanying each picture. 
For the first time this 
important scientific-med- 
ical work has been made 
available to the general 
public.- In past years, 
these illustrations and 
very special information 
were. available only to 
medical men. A most val- 
uable guide to a thorough 
understanding of yourself 
and the Opposite sex. NOW 
MARRIED PEOPLE, OR 


& ANSWERS 


BOOK No. 2 
During his 30 years an a 
practicing physician and 
psychiatrist, Dr. Keller re- 
ceived letters from thou- 
sands of people in all walks 
of life, from people eager- 
ly seeking confidential in- 
formation on these subjects. 
From many thousands of 
these letters, Dr. Weller 
selected over one hundred, 
He considered these most 
important because asked 
most often by married peo- 
ple. Then Dr. Keller wrote 
a frank, detailed, complete 
reply to each question. 
This book,. 101 SEX 
QUESTIONS AND AN- 
SWERS, gives vital infor- 
mation“ which you would 
ask an expert, if you had 
the opportunity to visit 
him in person. 
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Here is ail the LATEST 
sex information you 
want for only 50e per 
book. 

Do you REALLY think 


you know. ALL the 
latest FACTS about the 
intimate Sex Life of men 
and women? You will be 
astonished to discover 
how much MORE you 
can learn—scientific in- 
formation that is in- 
valuable to you. 

Sex technique in mar- 
riage is a delicate matter 
for couples to talk to 
each other about. These 
books give full informa- 
tion on this vital subject. 
These valuable books 
will make your marriage 
ponds stronger—happier 
and more enduring. Ask 
your doctor! He will tell 
you marriage would be 
much more satisfactory 
if husbands and wives 
knew and practiced the 
things revealed in these- 
books. In addition, there 
are many pictures that 
tell their stories better 


* than cold type. 


These two revealing 
educational books are 
not intended for curi- 
osity seekers, or minors. 
They are intended 
strictly for 
The sale is limited to 
adults over the age of 
21, to married couples 
and those expecting to 
get married soon. 


FREE OFFER 


(Not Sent to Minors) 
Both books will be sent in 
a plain wrapper marked 
‘personal? for private 
reading and inspection. 
Look them over at our risk. 
They are handy size to fit 
pocket or purse. We guar- 
antee these books as rep- 
resented or you may return 
them within 5 days for 
money back. 


SAVE MONEY—BUY BOTH BOOKS 


if you order BOTH books at 50c 
CHARGE for packing and postage. 
hoth books will come prepaid. 


each, there is NO 
Send only $1.00 and 


If you order only one book, send 50e plus t5e for pack- 
ing and postage (total 65c). 
BOTH books at one time. 


Send your Order TODAY to: 
HEALTH PUBLICATIONS, Dept. 39, 
29 WEST BROADWAY, NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 
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Sex Books. 
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I enclose 50e each, plus 15¢ for packing and 
Note: Books are mailed in plain 
Unless books are highly satisfactory, I may 
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package. 
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they were on the right track. Sheriff 
Blair contacted officials throughout the 
state, described the man he was seek- 
ing and asked for their assistance. 
Meanwhile, Chief Dobie, working on a 
hunch that the slayer lived in Durham, 
quietly started another line of investi- 
gation. He assigned two of his best 
detectives to check on all the local 
contractors. 

The following day, one of the detec- 
tives sought out Chief Dobie to make 
a report. “I think Duve found some- 
thing,” he began. He explained that 
he had located a contractor who owned 
a green Nash coupe and somewhat 
fitted the deseription of the man seen 
on the bridge the night of the slaying. 

“Who is he?” the chief wanted to 
know. 

:“W. H. Lawrence.” 

The statement literally exploded in 
the quiet room, creating*a sensation. 
Lawrence, Dobie recalled, was a prom- 
inent, wealthy contractor who held a 
place of esteem in the community. The 
hard-working man had never been in- 
volved in any kind of trouble, and it 
was exceedingly difficult to believe he 
had committed murder. 

The chief shook his head slowly. 
“You may be wasting time,” he told 
the detective, “but we can’t afford to 


NV 


take chances. If you believe Lawrence’ 


is our man, dig up everything you can 
about him.” 

At once, the spotlight of suspicion 
was focused on the portly contractor. 
A detective managed to secure a speci- 
men of his handwriting and brought 
it to headquarters. Compared with the 
script in the letters found in Mrs. 
Terry’s room, it matched perfectly. 

Next, one of the officers unobtru- 
sively examined the upholstery in 
Lawrence’s green Nash coupe. He was 
surprised to find numerous dark red 
stains. When informed of this new 
discovery, Dobie telephoned Sheriff 
Blair. Blair hurried to Durham, and 
it was decided to reveal their hand. 
W. H. Lawrence was arrested and 
brought to the police station. 

The sheriff openly confronted him 
with the evidence they had assembled 
and bluntly accused him of murdering 
Mrs. Terry.. The stout, square-faced 
man was a picture of outraged inno- 
cence. He admitted knowing the vic- 
tim but vigorously denied having any- 
thing to do with her death. 

“Gentlemen,” he said in precise, 
even tones. ‘“‘You’re making a regret- 
table mistake. Mrs. Terry and I were 
friends, nothing more. I met her about 
eight years ago, and we have been se- 
cretly keeping company. She pre- 
ferred it that way, and I would arrange 
to meet her out of town over the 
week-ends. But I didn’t have a date 
with her on the night she was slain. 
As for the letter you mentioned, it 
was merely a rebuke because she had 
written me a childish note accusing 
me of going out with some other 


-woman.,” 


"How about the blood in your car? 
And the tire which matches the print 
found near the bridge?” Blair went on, 
relentlessly. 

Lawrence shrugged. “Recently, I 
took a friend home. He had a package 
of fresh meat and got those stains on 
the seat. As for the print matching 
my tire, I’m afraid it’s just a coinci- 
dence.” 

“Thats your story,” the sheriff 
snapped. “But we don’t believe it. 
You had been going with Mrs. Terry 
for a long time, and you were tired of 
her. She was nagging you continually, 
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Clarke are fictitious. 


accusing you of running around with 
other women. You were afraid she 
was going to make trouble, and you 
didn’t like it. So you took her riding 
that Saturday night, bashed her un- 
conscious, and tossed her into the 
river.” 

“You have a wonderful imagina- 
tion,” Lawrence retorted scornfully. 

But his pat explanations failed to 
convince the officers. He was taken to 
the Chatham County jail in Pittsboro. 
There, he was picked out of the line-up 
by the couple who had seen the man 
in the green coupe on the. bridge. 
Without hesitation, the service station 
proprietor from Merry Oaks pointed 
him out as the man who had stopped 
with a woman in his car the night of 
the tragedy and purchased soft drinks. 

Despite the overwhelming evidence, 
Lawrence refused to make any admis- 
sion regarding the crime. He persis- 
tently stuck to his story he had been 
window shopping in downtown Dur- 
ham from seven until ten o’clock on 
the night of March 24, although he 
couldn’t produce a single witness who 
remembered seeing him. 


UST a few days before his trial 
was to start, Lawrence was found 


>- sprawled on the floor of his cell with 


blood pouring from an ugly wound in 
his neck. He had attempted suicide, 
but ‘a doctor arrived in time to save 
his life. 

Calm and neatly dressed, the portly 
contractor went on trial in the Chat- 
ham County Superior Court on May 
23, 1928. Huge crowds jammed the 
building to watch the dramatic events. 
For seventeen days, Lawrence’s coun- 
sel waged a stiff battle to save his life. 
Solicitor Clawson W. Williams, now a 
superior court judge, presented a pow- 
erful array of circumstantial evidence 
against the defendant. 

The case finally reached the jury. 

“The verdict was guilty. 

The once wealthy, prominent con- 
tractor stood up, a beaten, defeated 
man, and heard himself sentenced to 
thirty years in the penitentiary. It 
might as well have been the death 
penalty, for he died in prison a few 
years later. 


Note: In order to protect the iden- 
tity of innocent persons involved in a 
murder investigation, the names Rus- 
sell Trent, Cary Arnold, and Ralph 
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“Who said that crime doesn't pay?" 
D 


west. He had disappointing news. The 
suspect had not proved to be, “Red” 
Bailey, and part of the story which he 
had told of riding with a traveling 
salesman from Dallas to Van Horn had 
been confirmed. He was being held 
pending further investigation. 

Jordan, too, had discouraging news. 
Authorities had, in the meantime, 
wired that both Regan and Manley 
were youths of good reputation and 
were unlikely to be involved in serious 
lawlessness. Neither had ever been 
known to carry a weapon. From 
Hobbs had come information that two 
of the missing girls had been located 
and declared they had no knowledge 
of “Red” Bailey. The latter and the 
third girl, however, were still unac- 
counted for. 

Dyer nodded gravely. “I just can’t 
see, if Bailey was in this deal last 
night, whats become of the car he 
stole up there. And if the one girl still 
missing was with him, where is she 
now?” 

Deputies continued to probe the 
community, hoping against hope for 
the faintest lead pointing in any direc- 
tion. One man, Deputy Carl Estes, 
burst suddenly: in upon his chief and 
Jordan. 

“I think Tues run onto something,” 
he said excitedly. ‘I’ve found where 
a strange young fellow bought:some 
.32 caliber ammunition Tuesday after- 
noon!” 

Dyer and Jordan jerked erect with 
interest. 

“Thirty-two’s!” Jordan exclaimed. 
“Unless I’m wrong, it was a .32 slug 
they took out of poor Earl!” 

The purchaser had been described 
as a youth in his early twenties, wear- 
ing a checked shirt and an old leather 
jacket. 

Jordan and the sheriff exchanged 
swift glances. Dyer nodded grimly. 
“Go get that clerk, Carl, and bring him 
in here right away.” 


ITHIN a few minutes, Estes was 

back with the clerk. Regan and 
Manley were brought into the office, 
where they stood fidgeting in nervous 
silence. The clerk pointed unhesitat- 
ingly at Manley, wearing faded denims 
and a scuffed leather jacket over a 
bright checked shirt, as the youth who 
had bought the shells! 

Dyer relaxed in his chair, a piercing 
look in his eyes. “So you thought you'd 
get away with it, eh, fellows? Want to 
tell us about it now, before you get 
yourselves into more trouble?” 

Manley’s jaw dropped, his eyes 
darted in panic. Regan’s face went 
pale. 

“Honest, sheriff,’ Manley gulped; 
“we don’t know a thing about that 
shooting business. But Ill tell the 
truth about those shells. I bought a 
little .32 automatic when Joe and I 
started out from home, and one of 
those guys we met on the road wanted 
to buy it from me. I sold it to him, 
but I didn’t have any shells and he 
wanted to try it out. So I went and 
bought some.” 

Regan readily confirmed the story 


BABY-FACED 


COP-KILLER 


(Continued from page 27) 


and further questioning convinced the 
officers that it would be difficult to dis- 
prove. Certainly, the two youths had 
no weapon in their possession when 
they were arrested. 

Eyes narrowed, Jordan observed 
the shaking Manley steadily. “You’re 
trying to cover those two, and unless 
you cut that out you’re going to be in 
it as deep as they are—” 

“The best thing you can do,” Dyer 
interrupted drily, “is come clean with 
all you know about them. What were 
their names?” 

Manley turned anxiously to his com- 
panion. “Didn’t one of ’em call the 
other ‘Glen’?” 

Regan nodded slowly. “It was ‘Glen’ 
all right. But I didn’t hear the other 
one called anything.” 

Eyes narrowed, Jordan observed 
Manley with doubt. “Come on. Tell 
us what else you know.” 

The youth averted his own gaze to 
the floor, looked up again with fearful 
uncertainty. “Joe and PIH do anything, 
chief, to clear ourselves and help you, 
but I guess were both a little bit 
scared of those two guys. They’re 
bad, all right. They were talking 
about hijacking a gas station or some- 
thing when we first hit town, and they 
wanted us to go with them. But the 
way they ran out on us, they didn’t 
trust us too much—” 

“The last thing this ‘Glen’ said when 
they went downtown,” Regan broke 
in, “was that we’d better keep our 
mouths shut if anybody came around 
asking about them. The other one said, 
‘You guys don’t forget we’ve got the 
gun now!’” 

The two were sent back to the lock- 
up while Dyer and Jordan sat grimly 
pondering their riddle. 

“Those kids are. definitely jittery,” 
the sheriff observed. “Maybe they’re 
scared of the other two like they say, 
but maybe it’s something else. I think 
they’re still holding out—” 

“Why not have the redhead brought 
over here from. Van Horn,” Jordan 
suggested, “just to overlook no bets. 
Well darn soon tell if they’ve ever 
met before.” 

Friday morning, the prisoner from 
Van Horn and the two suspects from 
the tourist cabin were brought face to 
face. Not the merest flicker of recog- 
nition passed between them. There 
could be little doubt that they were 
strangers. Nor could the newcomer be 
identified in any way as ever having 
been seen in or around Monahans. 

Then quickly came the word that 
“Red” Bailey and the last of the miss- 
ing girls had been apprehended—that 
it had been proven Bailey had been 
nowhere near Monahans at the time of 
the killing. 

At that moment, the case looked 
pretty hopeless to Jordan and Dyer. 
Not only had the killer, fleeing in his 
victim’s automobile, apparently con- 
trived to avoid the rigid road blockade 
which had been set up to intercept 
him, but the one slender—and ques- 
tionable—clue which the officers now 
had to go on was the name of ‘Glen’ 
attached to one of the suspected pair 
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who disappeared from the tourist 
cabin. 

Yielding to a forelorn, lingering 
hope, Dyer dispatched messages to all 


` law enforcement. officers in nearby 


areas, requesting that they remain 
alert for the killer’s sudden break for 


` freedom in the event he may have 


gone into hiding while the search was 


‘hottest. 


“Now then,” he said grimly to Jor- 
dan, “since we can’t do much else any- 
how until something breaks, let’s each 
of us take one side of town and just 
sort of drift along and see if we can get 
some line on a stranger called ‘Glen? ” 

An hour later, it was Dyer himself 
who listened to the surprising words 
of a service station attendant. 

_ “Funny you should be asking ques- 
tions like that right now,” the man 
said. ‘It just happens there was a 
young lad around here by the name of 


Glen Jacobs, so he told me, from up: 


around Hobbs. He hung around here 
nearly all day yesterday and until a 
couple of hours ago. He was looking 
for a ride to El Paso. He said he was 
going to work there.” 

Dyer groaned when he heard a de- 
scription of the strange youth. It fit 
the “Glen” from the tourist camp per- 
fectly. At least one of the killer sus- 
pects had remained almost under the 
noses of investigators during the heat 
of the search! 

“You say he left a couple of hours 


ago? “Do you know where the boy 
went?” ; 

“He hitched a ride on an oil truck. 
He told me goodbye and said he was 
lucky—he’d got one going straight 
through.” 

Obtaining a description of the truck, 
Dyer sent word to Jordan of his mis- 
sion and started his car wide open in 
pursuit. With only a couple of hours’ 
start, there appeared a better than 
even chance that the heavier vehicle 
could be overtaken, at least by the 
time it reached the mountainous re- 
gion and was slowed“by grades just 
west of Pecos. 

But hours later, nearly 200 miles 
from home, he realized that something 
had gone wrong. -Either the truck had 
made a stop in some remote place and 
he had passed it by, or it had taken a 
side route at Pecos or Van Horn. In 
any event, it had disappeared. 


i bie a distressing thought struck 
him. Had his informant, the at- 
tendant at the service station, been 
certain himself that the truck was 
headed for El Paso? If Glen Jacobs 
was actually one of the wanted youths, 
might he not have deliberately left a 
wrong impression to ward off pursuit? 

His face grim with speculation, the 
sheriff pondered every possibility as 
he retraced the long, winding ribbon 
of highway, with his eyes always alert 
in the faint hope that he might still 
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sight the oil truck at some before un- 
noticed stop. 

Reaching the Wink Highway at Py- 
ote, still 15 miles from Monahans, he 
reached a sudden decision. Another 
80 miles or so of driving didn’t worry 
him now, and it might produce results 
—if Glen Jacobs actually was from 
Hobbs and had planned to seek the 
shelter of his own home instead of 
flight to El Paso. 

ight overtook the tiring sheriff 
again long before he reached his des- 
tination. But he found cheer in the 
word that Glen Jacobs was known to 
the Hobbs police. Proving the accu- 
racy of the hunch which had brought 
him to the New Mexico town, the 
youth was located readily and brought 
to police headquarters. He was ner- 
vous and at first evasive of his move- 
ments of the past few days, denying 
positively that he had been in the 
vicinity of Monahans. 

“Well prove that mighty quick,” 
Dyer said, rising to his feet and punch- 
ing the hat tight on his head. “You 
come on back-to Monahans with me, 
and those boys you stayed with in the 
tourist cabin will refresh your mem- 
ory!” 

“Wait a minute—’ The youth 
stepped back, his eyes flashing fresh 
apprehension. “That,won’t be neces- 
sary. I'll tell you all you want to know 
right here. I was down there, all right 
—but I didn’t have a thing to do with 
killing that policeman—” 

“Okay—who did?” 

Jacobs shook with a trace of fear. 
His lips tightened, then relaxed. “His 
name’s C. W. Ely, Jr., and he’ll kill 
me, too, if he finds out I squealed. Pd 
just as soon be locked up—” 

He had met Ely on the road, he ex- 
plained, a short time before they en- 
countered Regan and Manley, and all 
four had hitched the ride on a truck 
into Monahans. 

“Ely didn’t buy that gun from the 
other guy,” he added. “He had it all 
the time and said he wanted me to 
help him hijack a gas station or some- 
thing. I pretended I’d be with him. 
because I was scared of him. He told 
me he wasn’t afraid of cops, because 
he’d made up his mind he was going 
to kill the first cop that ever tried to 
pinch him again! 

“He was in some trouble before, 
down around Las Cruces... .” ` 

Wary of being seen around Mona- 
hans, he said, Ely had ordered Manley 
to purchase ammunition for his auto- 
matic. He had then confided to Jacobs 
that he didn’t want to trust the other 
two and that he and Jacobs alone 
— “pull a job and get out.of here 

ast.” 

“So at midnight, he got up the story 
about going down town for medicine. 
We stood around for a long time, 
watching that cop and figuring which 
place would be the easiest to stick up. 


. Finally, the cop saw us and picked us 


up. He didn’t seem to worry about us 
much, and we could have made a 
break for it several times. But Ely 
whispered to me to take it easy—he’d 
take care of the cop when the right 
time. came! 

“When we got into the station, I 
figured Ely was just bluffing, that the 


‘cop would search him and get his gun. 


But he searched me first, and when he 
turned back to Ely I saw the gun 
come out and fire. I just ducked out 
and ran. I was scared. I saw Ely take 
off in the car, but I didn’t want to go 
with him. I hid out for the night, and 
the next day I made friends with that. 


gas station man on the main highway.” 

“T figured on a busy highway, with 
tourists going through and all, 
wouldn’t be suspected if I just hung 
around a while and didn’t try to leave 
too fast. So I told about going to El 
Paso and looking for a ride there, but 
all the time I was figuring on a way 
to get back up here. Then that truck 
stopped across the street, and I talked 
with the driver. I went back and told 
the attendant that the truck would 
take me to El Paso. I figured I’d cov- 
ered my trail pretty cute, but I forgot 
I'd already told him my name and that 
I was from Hobbs.” 

Promised protection until Ely was 
apprehended, young Jacobs agreed 
readily to return to Monahans as a 
witness. But meanwhile, events not 
far away were bringing the case to a 
rapid and dramatic conclusion. 

Responding to Dyer’s plea for a con- 
tinued search of roads and highways, 
two veteran officers, Chief of Police 
Percy Nottingham of Kermit and Dep- 
uty Sheriff Bill Edding of Wink, were 
patrolling together when they spotted 
a car lurching at high speed over a 


rutted oil operator’s trail through a | 


pasture. 

As the machine swerved out upon 
the highway, they drew close behind 
it. They recognized it as similar to 
the murdered Burkett’s machine. It’s 
driver and lone occupant was bent low 
over the wheel. A blast of the siren 
from the police car had only the effect 
of adding a fresh burst of speed to the 
car ahead. 


EVERAL quick shots from Edd- 
ing’s gun, aimed at the tires, 
brought the fugitive machine to a halt 
at the roadside. But it was a ruse on 
the part of the cunning driver. Wait- 
ing until the police car pulled up be- 
hind and the two officers stepped war- 
ily out, the machine ahead shot out 
into the highway and gained speed as 
Edding and Nottingham lost valuable 
time clambering back in pursuit. 

This time they took care to draw 
closer before Edding took his aim. 
Only a few miles further on, the flee- 
ing car lurched crazily and bounced 
into a ditch, a tire blown wide open. 

The shaken youth who slipped 
dazedly from the wrecked machine 
showed no further will for resistance. 
He raised his hands as he approached 
them, and the two officers observed 
their prisoner with amazement. He 
was blond, of slight build and with the 
innocent, appealing features of a 
frightened young boy. 

A swift search revealed that he had 
no weapon. But an inspection of the 
wrecked automobile left no doubt that 
it was that of Earl Burkett. 

Hurried to Monahans, where Chief 
Jordan quickly took him in charge, the 
baby-faced youth gave the name of 
James Elias. He said that his father 
was a minister and that he was travel- 
ing to California. 

“I dont know anything about any 
shooting,” he pleaded boyishly. “I’ve 
never stopped in Monahans. A fellow 
gave me that car over by Pyote. He 
said he was in trouble and would meet 
me in El Paso. I didn’t know he'd 
killed a cop—” l 

But Manley and Regan looked at 
him once and left no doubt that he was 
one-of the missing pair from the tour- 
ist camp. Then the arrival of Jacobs 
with Sheriff Dyer added the final link. 

“You might as well come clean, 
Ely,” Jacobs said boldly. “Tve told the 
whole works!” 
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Still the benign, boyish countenance 
failed to change its expression of be- 
wildered innocence, beyond the single 
admission that the suspect’s name was, 
as Jacobs declared, C. W. Ely, Jr., and 
not James Elias. 

A thorough search of Burkett’s car 
still revealed no sign of the missing 
death weapon. Questioned about his 
statement that he had sold the gun to 
Ely, Manley gave a ready explanation. 

“I told that story because it was the 
first thing I could think of to explain 
why I had bought the shells. I was 
afraid then to tell you about his plans 
to hijack some place, and if Fd said I 
bought the shells for his gun you 
might have thought I was in on the 
whole deal.” 

But Ely continued to deny that he 
had ever seen a gun among any of his 
companions. They were, he insisted 
brazenly, attempting to thrust the 
guilt of their own crimes upon him. 

It was Nottingham who felt a 
shrewd hunch. “You remember, Bill,” 
he addressed Edding, “when he 
stopped that first time? You hadn’t 


even hit a tire—the car was okay. 
That’s where he ditched that gun!” 
Signs on the shoulder of the road 
where the two cars had stopped and 
the officers had stepped out marked 
the beginning of the search that fol- 


lowed. Within a few minutes, Notting- - 


ham himself found a _ .32 caliber 
automatic pistol in the roadside brush. 

On it were Ely’s fingerprints. And 
ballistics evidence was added to prove 
that it was the weapon which had fired 
a death slug into the unsuspeeting 
Burkett. 

Convinced at last that he was hope- 
lessly enmeshed in an unyielding net 
of evidence, young Ely faced his ac- 
cusers with a calm shrug. Gone was 
the look of boyish innocence which 
had perplexed his captors. In its 
place were the hard lines of a sneer 
as he told of the fatal shooting. 

“T didn’t really mean to shoot him,” 
he said coldly, “but he asked for it. 
I was just going to put the gun on him 
and get out, but I got excited and 
pulled the trigger. When I took his 
car, I knew the roads would be 
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blocked, so I figured to hide out close 
by until the heat was off—” 

But officers were soon in possession 
of other damning evidence to show 
that there was a motive, after all, in 
the ruthless slaying of Earl Burkett. 
A record from the New Mexico State 
Reformatory revealed that Ely had 
been “arrested in Las Cruces for the 
theft of a pistol, and he had served a 
short term for the offense. 

It was at that time that he had 
sworn bitterly to “kill the next cop 
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_ that gets in my way!” 
Glen Jacobs and the other two tour- - 


ist camp companions of the confessed 
killer—all cleared of blame in the case 
—were the chief witnesses against Ely 


body lay sprawled across the steps. 
Descending the stairway carefully, 
Schmidt stepped gingerly over the 
prone figure and bent close. It was the 
body of a man in his fifties. Blood 
oozed from a gaping wound in his 
chest and trickled down the steps, 
forming a pool at the bottom. 
“Lipski lived here with his wife and 
two step-sons,” Cotter told the others. 
“As far as we can learn, he had no 
enemies. But I had just begun to 
question the wife when you came.” 


| “Before we talk to her,” suggested 
| Clark, “let's have a look around this 
| stairway.” 


While the rest watched from above, 
the patrolman went down the re- 
mainder of the steps, playing his flash 
over every inch, alert for possible 
clues. He halted abruptly at the bot- 
tom step. Then, taking a clean white 
handkerchief from his pocket, he bent 
down and picked up a small object, 
taking care not to smear any finger- 
prints it might bear. 

Swiftly ascending the stairs, Clark 
showed -his discovery to the other 
investigators. The object appeared to 
be an ordinary pack of cigarettes of 
a popular brand, with several ex- 
tending out through a hole in one 
corner. 

Curious, Cotter reached out to ex- 
tract one of the cigarettes. Something 
clicked and stung the detective 
sharply. Looking down, surprised, he 
removed the small, sharp metal spring 
which had poked into his finger. 
“Looks like someone likes April 
Fool!” he said, half to himself. 

“For the first time today, Dm glad 
about an- April Fool gag,’ Schmidt 
declared. “If this little novelty pack- 
age was dropped by the slayer, we 
have a definite clue to his identity. 
Even if it doesn’t carry any finger- 
prints, it means he’s the kind of a guy 
who goes in for practical jokes, and 
he’s probably been pulling such stunts 


‘all day long. That ought to narrow 


the field.” 

“Right,” agreed Cotter. “And there 
may be more clues here. The identi- 
fication boys are or their way up from 
headquarters tô take pictures and go 
over the place for fingerprints. Now 
let’s finish speaking to Mrs. Lipski.” 

Clark was left to see that the body 


was not disturbed, while the- other 


officers proceeded upstairs into the 


‘Manley, 


when he went to trial before Judge 
Jay D. Drane in the district. court at 
Monahans. On June 1, 1939, a jury 
deliberated only briefly and recom- 
mended the death penalty. 

An immediate appeal was taken, and 
the convicted youth was granted a 
new trial which, on November 12, 
1941, resulted in a second verdict of 
guilty. The sentence, however, was 
life imprisonment in the Texas State 
Penitentiary at Huntsville. 


The names Joe Regan, Tom 
Glen Jacobs, and “Red” 
Bailey are fictitious for the protection 
of persons innocently involved in the 
murder investigation. 


Note: 
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front room of the apartment. There 

they found a woman in her forties 

seated in a low-backed chair, sobbing 

softly, while a young lad stood beside 

= patting her gently on the shoul- 
er 


Identifying the lad as Frank Grzech, 
a son by her first husband, Mrs. Lipski 
sent him from the room and braced 
herself to answer the investigators’ 
questions. 

“How did this happen?” 
asked quietly. 

“My husband and I had just re- 
turned from the movies,” Mrs. Lipski 
began, her eyes reddened from weep- 
ing. “My two youngest boys, Frankie 
and Eddie, were here when we came 
home. Eddie was on his way out, and 
Frankie went into his bedroom to 
sleep as I went into the kitchen to 
make some coffee. I was at the stove 
when I heard my husband go to the 
back door. There were voices out on 
the stairway, but I couldn’t hear what 
was said. Suddenly, there was a shot. 
It was terrible! I rushed out and there 
was Joseph.” 

Overcome by emotion, she could not 
continue. 

Cotter nodded meaningfully, and 
the investigators gently retired to the 
dining room, leaving the widow alone 
with her sorrow. For Cotter’s benefit, 
Schmidt described the incident of the 
stolen cab and its gun-toting pas- 
senger who had stopped briefly in the 
block where Joseph Lipski had been 
slain. 

“It certainly looks,” observed the 
detective, “as if that punk is our 
principal suspect. But first we’ll have 
to place him on the scene. Mrs. Lipski 
already told me she hadn’t seen any- 
one in the vicinity of the house when 
she returned from the movies. Our 
best bet for information on that angle 
then would be the neighbors.” 

Splitting up to pursue this course, 
Cotter, Schmidt, and Klopschinki left 
to seek any eye witnesses or clues 
from the neighbors. 

Meanwhile, the technicians from 
headquarters arrived and proceeded 
to photograph the corpse and the 
scene of the crime, dusting everything 
in sight for possible prints and super- 
vising removal of the body to the 
morgue. 

Patrolman Clark, no longer needed 
on the dimly-lit back stairs, resimed 


Cotter 


the exploration he had ended at the 
bottom of the steps. Emerging from 
the ground floor doorway, he learned 
that the back stairs were connected 
through a short passage with the front 
entrance on 30th Street. Since the 
house had no backyard entrance, the 
slayer must have made his entry from 
the front. 

Realizing the significance of his 
discovery, the patrolman carefully 
made his way back through the short 
hallway. He stopped abruptly at the 
half-closed connecting door, behind 
which he spotted a small bundle on 
the floor. Bending to pick it up, he 
saw that the package was wrapped in 
blue paper, on which was scrawled the 
name and address of the Lipskis. 

Ripping off the paper, Clark found 
the parcel contained a bottle of nose 
drops with a rubber stopper and a 
metal box of aspirin tablets. On the 
bottle was pasted the label of the 
drugstore from which news of the 
cabbie’s shooting had been phoned! 


HE patrolman swiftly mounted the 

stairs to the Lipski apartment and 
hurried into the dining-room, where 
he eagerly reported his find to the 
other investigators. 
_ “That fits in with something I’ve 
just learned from the people in the 
building next door,” Schmidt said. 
“They told me that just after 10 
o'clock, they noticed a delivery boy 
entering the door of this building. 
That was only a minute or two be- 
fore they heard what might have been 
the sound of a shot, but they dismissed 
it as only an auto backfiring. Obvi- 
ously, the boy was delivering a pack- 
age to the Lipskis from the store at 
the corner where the cabbie was shot 
and robbed. Why didn’t he complete 
the delivery? If he was here at the 
time Lipski was killed, why didn’t he 
Ee it? Weve got to speak to that 

H p2 ; 

Cotter nodded. “We have another 
lead that must be checked,” he said 
grimly. “Not only was someone we 
can identify seen in the vicinity at the 
time of the crime, but from what 
we've learned he may have had a mo- 
tive for it.” 

“Who is he?” Klopschinki asked 
anxiously. 

“Casper Gould’s his name. He’s a 
middle-aged man who once was a 
friend of the victim, according to a 
tenant in the building, who said he 
saw Gould walk slowly past the build- 
ing several times earlier in the eve- 
ning, as if he were waiting for some- 
body to return.” 

“If Gould was Lipski’s friend,” put 
n Clark, “that wouldn’t, mean any- 

ing.” 

“Ah, but Gould no lonğer was a 
friend of his,” the detective went on. 
“It seems that Lipski and Gould both 
invested a good deal of money in a 
buiness venture that failed because of 
the management’s crookedness. They 
both lost money in the project, but 
somehow the blame was put on Lip- 
ski. One night last week, they had 
a heated argument about it on the 
back stairway, and thev were shout- 
ing so loud that this tenant over- 
heard it.” 

_The investigators now realized their 
biggest task was to pick up the right 
trail quickly enough so that the 
slayer could not outdistance them. 

At Sergeant Schmidt’s direction, 
Patrolman Clark and Klopschinki set 
out for the Receiving Hospital in an 
effort to obtain from the wounded 


1 


cabbie a detailed description of the 
gunman he had carried, with orders 
to relay it at onee to headquarters so 
that an alarm could be broadcast for 
him before he could get out of the 
city. ; ; 

Cotter meanwhile set out to inter- 
view Gould, heading for an address 
supplied by Mrs. Lipski, while 
Schmidt started for the drugstore to 
determine the identity of the delivery 


boy who had been sent with the Lip- 


skis’ order. 

Fifteen minutes later, at the hos- 
pital, Clark and Klopschinki were 
taking down the details of the de- 
scription of the cab thief from the 
wounded taxi driver. 

“T’d say he was only about 20 years 
old, if that,’ Peary began in a weak 
voice. “He was tall and thin, like an 
overgrown kid, but his face was as 
hard as nails. He was a sharp dresser, 
all right—wore one of those classy 
suits and a topcoat with padded 
shoulders to make ’em look broader. 
All the time he was in the cab, he 
chain-smoked cigarettes. He was 
plenty nervous.” 

Lauding the cabbie for his bravery, 
the patrolmen went out into the hall- 
way and headed for the nearest public 
telephone. In a matter of minutes, the 
headquarters radio was putting the 
description of the taxi thief on the air, 
alerting every Detroit police officer to 
the fact that he was wanted on sus- 
picion of murder. 

Sergeant Cotter, meanwhile, had ar- 
rived at the last known address of 
Casper Gould, which he found to be a 
private residence in a good neighbor- 
hood. Standing at the front door, he 
rang the bell repeatedly but there was 
no response from within the eerily- 
darkened house. At last a dim yellow 
light glowed in one of the rear win- 
dows, and in a few moments the door 
was opened by stocky, bald-headed 
man in robe and slippers. Scowling at 
the detective, he demanded: “What 
do you want?” 

“Your name Casper Gould?” asked 
Cotter. 

“No!” shouted the man, angering 
suddenly. “He’s gone, bag and bag- 
gage. 
week, and tonight when I looked in 
his room, it was empty.” 

At the detective’s request, the land- 
lord led him up to the departed lodg- 
er’s room. But a thorough search re- 
vealed no clue as to where Gould 
might have been bound. Thanking the 
landlord for his cooperation, Cotter 
set out for a near-by stationery store 
in which the lights still burned. There 


he telephoned headquarters and or- | 


dered an alarm broadcast at once for 
Gould for questioning in the murder. 
of Joseph Lipski. 

Back at the drugstore, Sergeant 
Schmidt was more fortunate in carry- 
ing out his assignment. The establish- 
ment was still open when he arrived, 


and the proprietor who had reported | 


the cabbie’s shooting answered ques- 
tions readily. 


“The boy who delivered the package | 


to the Lipskis?” he repeated. Turning, 
he pointed to a quiet youth who was 
busy cleaning up behind a counter. 
“That’s the lad—Jerry Moreno. He de- 
livers all my orders.” 

“Sure he left that package at the 
Lipski apartment?” Schmidt queried. 

“Why, I suppose so,” replied the 
druggist, puzzled. “That is, he didn’t 
bring it back. Say, but when he re- 
turned from that errand, he was pale 


-as a ghost and dropped a bottle he was 


S 


Skipped his room rent last 
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carrying out to the fountain in front.” 
Schmidt looked momentarily at the 
pharmacist: and stepped over to the 
youth. “Jerry, did you make all your 
deliveries okay tonight?” he asked 
familiarly. 
Moreno kept at his task as he an- 


swered: “Sure did. Everything went 


all right.” 

“Is that so?” asked the sergeant. 
“What about that package for the Lip- 
skis you never delivered—the one you 
left behind the door downstairs?” 

The youth paled, but kept his broom 
moving rapidly. “I—I don’t know any- 
thing about that.” 

“What about your trick pack of 
April Fool cigarettes we found at the 
foot of the stairs?” snapped Schmidt. 

Moreno’s eyes widened, and he 
stopped sweeping. “That can’t be so. 
I never went up those steps.” 

“You wouldn’t have to,’ the ser- 
geant continued, his voice harsh. “It 
would have been easy to shoot him 
from the bottom of the stairs. That’s 
what the location of the bullet wound 
shows—that the slug was fired from 
below. Was it you who fired the shot?” 


N OW the youth dropped his broom 
and licked his lips nervously. 
“You gotta believe me!” he said earn- 
estly. “I was there, but I didn’t shoot 
anybody. I went into the house and 
walked toward the back stairs to de- 
liver the order. 
Just as I opened 
the rear door to 
start up the steps, 
I heard some men 
arguing. All of a 
sudden, there was 
a shots E got 
scared, dropped 
the „package and 


ran. 

HE = dE EE 
why didpt you 
report what hap- 
pened to the po-- 
lice?” oa 

Moreno hesi- 
tated before re- 
plying. “It’s just 
that I didn’t want 
to get into any 
trouble. I couldn’t 
be mixed up with 
anything like that. 
I did a stretch in 
reform school, and 
I knew if I was 
picked up any 
place near a shoot- 
ing, the cops 
would look up my 
record and I’d be 
in a bad spot. You 
see, I’ve been ab- 
solutely ` straight 
since I got out of 
that place. Honest, 
I have.” 

“Maybe so,” said 
Schmidt more 
gently this time, 
"but you’re in hot 
water now. Come 
on along to the 
station. We want 
to talk with you 
and learn how 
much of this is 
true.’ 

Looking deso- 
late, the youth put 
up his apron, 
donned his cap, 
and accompanied 
the sergeant out to 


his car for the trip down to the Mc- 
Graw Street Station. 

Meanwhile, more than 100 police of- 
ficers swarmed through a ten-block 
area around the scene of the murder. 
Some afoot and others in radio cars, 
all were supplied with accurate de- 
scriptions of the taxi thief and Casper 
Gould. No passerby nor motorist 
within the area escaped their scrutiny. 

Minute-by-minute radio contact was 
maintained with headquarters, coor- 
dinating the activities of this large 
force, but by 1 a.m., almost three 
hours after the fatal shooting of 
Joseph Lipski, the manhunters had 
failed to snare either missing suspect. 

Among the officers combing the dis- 
trict now were Cotter, Clark, and 
Klopschinki, who had completed their 
earlier assignments. The detective ser- 
geant considered that if either Gould 
or the unknown taxi thief was the 
slayer, there was a good chance he still 
was lurking in the area. 

“Probably he doesn’t know whether 
his single bullet killed Lipski or only 
wounded him,” Cotter told the other 
two officers. “With that question in 


his mind, he most likely would try to 


find out the answer. Just to satisfy 
myself, Um going back to have a look 
around the 4000 block of 30th Street.” 

As he left, the patrolmen exchanged 
their own theories on the matter. “If 


a guy thought there was a chance he’d 


"Mr, Robin Van Clip, from Sing Sing Manor on the Hudson.” 


murdered someone,” Clark reasoned, 
“he d be careful not to let himself get 
out in the open alone where he might 
be spotted.” 

“I think you’re right about that,” 
agreed Klopschinki, “but I also think 
Cotter’s correct in believing the slayer 
still is hanging around this vicinity. 
So, on that basis, let’s get over to 
Michigan Avenue where the movie and 
store crowds are. There’s a place 
where our man could be near the 
scene of his crime without being con- 
spicuous.” 

In a matter of minutes, the officers 
were strolling up the gaily-lighted 
street which drew the movie-goers 
and shoppers of that part of the city. 
At the corner of 30th Street, they 
paused and looked up the block, where 
the Crystal Theater at the corner of 
3lst and Michigan was disgorging a 
crowd of patrons from the last show. 

“More people there than any place 
in the neighborhood,” observed Clark. 
“If a guy thought he was being hunted, 
he’d try to lose himself in that mob.” 

Moving slowly ahead toward the dis- 
persing throng, the officers studied 
faces with their keen eyes. Almost 
opposite the theater entrance, Clark 
spotted a man slinking along the side- 
walk close to the unlighted windows 
of the stores, Nudging his partner, he 
moved toward the oncoming figure. 

The man was tall, slim, and young, 

with a hard face 
and thin lips from 
which hung a 
burning cigarette. 
His hands were 
buried deep in the 
pockets of his 
flashy topcoat, ac- 
-centuating the 
padded shoulders. 

Exchanging a 
knowing look, the 

officers blocked 
the path of the 
young man, who 
stopped short and 
stared at them 
with a scowl. 
“What’s up?” he 
demanded, slowly 
removing his 
hand from his 
pockets. It was 
obvious he re- 
spected the blue 
uniforms. 

“A cab driver 
wants to see you 
down at Receiving 
Hospital,” said 
Clark. “Says he 
has something to 
settle.” 

The youth’s eyes 
darted from side 
to, side. “No use 
beating around the 
bush,” he said. “I 
hit the guy, all 
right, but I just 
meant to scare 
him.” 

“Yesterday was 
April Fool’s Day, 
remember?” 
Klopschinki put in 
sarcastically. “You, 
didn’t want to 
steal that cab 
either, did you— 
just see how the 
gears shifted? 

“Of course, you 

didn’t mean to 
shoot that man on 


‘ite 


the back stairs,” added Clark. “Just 
wanted to scare him a little, too, eh?” 

The suspect’s mouth twitched des- 
perately. "Noute tryin’ to louse me 
- up. I told you I winged that cabbie. 
I didn’t shoot anybody else.” 

Clark stepped behind the prisoner 
and was -frisking him for possible 
weapons. But the youth carried none. 

The search, however, produced two 
significant discoveries. The first was 
the captive’s wallet, in which was a 
draft registration card bearing the 
name of Edward Grzech. 
>- “Are you. any relation to Joseph 
Lipski?” Klopschinki asked. 

The prisoner nodded. “Sure. He’s 
my step-father,” he glibly replied. 

The patrolmen looked at each other 
curiously. Then Clark withdrew his 
second find—a tiny box containing an 
artificial flower with a concealed 
water-squirting device and three 
pieces of rubber April Fool candy. 

“One of your tricks is missing,” 
Klopschinki told the young man. “You 
dropped it on the stairs after you shot 
your step-father. Remember?” 

Grzech looked up defiantly. ““You’re 
tryin’ to frame me, but I’m not going 
to let you. I told you I didn’t kill any- 
body, and that’s’the gruth!” 


OWN at headquarters, confronted 
by Detective Sergeant Cotter, 
- Sergeant Schmidt, and a battery of 
questioners, the prisoner steadfastly 
stuck to his denial of guilt. But at last 
he was faced with conclusive proof— 
enlarged photographs of his own fin- 
gerprints and those found -on the 
dummy pack of cigarettes dropped on 
the stairs. They were identical.. 

“Now will you tell the truth?” 
roared Schmidt. “You killed .your 
step-father, didn’t you?” 

Beads of sweat stood out on the 
prisoner’s brow, but he was adamant. 
“I didn’t, I tell you, I didn’t!” 

While the relentless grilling of 
Grzech went on, the officers worked 
feverishly to turn up fresh facts. Ques- 
tioning of members of the suspect’s 
family disclosed that Eddie Grzech 
had quarreled violently at home on 
the afternoon of April 1 about a sum 
of $600. Angered, Eddie Grzech had 
stalked out of the house, swearing that 
he would collect the money somehow. 

Studying evidence of the quarrel, 
Cotter concluded that it cleared up 
the question of a motive. “Grzech 
came back to the apartment that night 
to renew the argument,” he reasoned, 
“and when Lipski tried to send him 
away, he shot his step-father.” 

“There’s one point that still puzzles 
me,” said Schmidt. “Mrs. Lipski told 
us that Edward Grzech was at home 
when she returned with her husband 
from the movies, although he went out 
soon afterward. How can you recon- 
cile that with the cabbie’s statement 
that he drove Grzech to the block on 
30th Street shortly before 10 o’clock 
and that after a few minutes, his pas- 
senger came out and drove away?” 

Cotter smiled wryly. “That was 
straightened out,” he said. “It seems 


that Eddie came into the apartment . 


only a minute or so before the parents. 
Eddie went directly into his bedroom 
where he kept a Jap pistol, a war 
souvenir he had bought from a veteran 
he knew. While his mother was in 
the ‘kitchen, Edward and his step- 
father resumed the afternoon’s quar- 
rel. Apparently, Lipski must have tied 
to force his step-son out the back way, 


and was doing so when Grzech — 


whipped out the gun and let him have 


E 


it. Then the youth ran out to the taxi 
he had waiting, later shooting the cab- 

bie and commandeering .the machine, 
only to wreck it.” 

Convinced that this ‘detailed recon- 
struction of the crime was accurate, 
the officers confronted Edward Grzech. 

“You know everything,” he said 
with a sigh. “That’s just how it hap- 
pened. Yes, I killed the old man.” 

Grzech’s official confession confirmed 
in every detail the Hypothesis as put 
together by Detective Sergeant Cotter. 
Early next day, he directed police to 
the place where he had hidden the gun 


after fleeing from the wrecked cab.. 


While the slayer watched, the officers 
dug it up from the muddy ground in 
the backyard of a house on 29th Street. 

Solution of the case enabled Schmidt 
to completely exonerate Jerry Moreno, 
and to clear Caper Gould, whose where- 
abouts still were unknown. Ironically, 
while working with the parole board 
to remove any implication in the 
Lipski case from Moreno’s record, 
Schmidt discovered that Grzech also 
was on parole after his arrest on Feb- 
ruary 7, 1947, for drunkenness. 

Edward Grzech found his second 
encounter with the law far more seri- 
ous. Charged with murder, grand lar- 
ceny for theft of the taxi, assault with 
a deadly weapon for shooting the cab- 
bie, reckless driving and leaving the 
scene of an accident, he faced certain 
conviction. 

Three weeks after his capture, the 
April Fool’s Day slayer pleaded guilty 
to manslaughter and was sentenced 
to 15 years in the Michigan State 
Penitentiary at Jackson. 


Note—To protect innocent persons, 
the names Casper Gould, Harry Peary, 
and Jerry Moreno are fictitious. 
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“Mrs. Sarao,” said the officer slowly, 
“We would like you to come to the 
station with us. A man has been 
brought. there whom we do not know. 
And, from what you tell us, he might 
be your husband. He has met with an 
accident and been killed?” 

At this news, 
woman shrieked with grief. The 
grandmother, more witch-like than 
ever, prowled around the cluttered 
front room, muttering to herself. She 
seemed the least upset of all the mem- 
bers of the family. It was almost as 
if she expected it. 

When they were sufficiently calmed 
down, they left for the station. It was 
as they feared.. The still form on the 
slab in the morgue was that of Nicola 
Sarao. The wife grew hysterical again 
at the sight of the battered head. 

“He was robbed and killed. They 
killed him for his money and his 
watch.” 


Aë 


RANCOEUR stared at the woman. 

How could she know that there was 
no watch found on the person of the 
dead man and that he had no money 
in his pockets? The grieving members 
of the family were allowed to return 
to their home, and the officers began 
the painstaking task of tracking down 
the killer. - 

“The man certainly had a shave just 
before he was killed,” agreed Fran- 
coeur. “But it’s odd that:he didn’t 
name the shop to which he was going. 
Most fellows say they'll stop in at 
‘Joe’s’, at ‘Pete’s’, or some place like 
that. Let’s see if we can locate that 
shop.” 

The officers each took a section of 
the city near the Sarao home and can- 
vassed all of the barbers: Prysky 
located one who operated a small shop 
quite close by and who recalled Nicola. 

“Why sure, he and his old lady were 
both in here last night. He had a shave, 
and she sat right in that chair and 
waited. Couple of other fellows in 
here, too. Time? Why I guess I fin- 
ished Nick just about half past seven. 
Yes, sir, that was the time. I re- 
member saying that it was sure stay- 
ing light for a long ae 

Francoeur interrupted the flow of 
words. 

“Did Mrs. 
after him?” 

“Why, they both went out together. 
That’s another funny thing,” said the 
barber earnestly. “I dont remember 
having seen them together for a long 
while. I don’t think things have been 
going any too well with them recently. 

The officers had heard enough. Why 
had Mrs. Sarao said that she had not 
been in the shop, that she could not 
even remember it. Why had she said 
that she had stood in a lane? If she 
had told the officers that she had gone 
to a tavern for a drink, they would 
have been far more likely to believe 
her. 

“She lied about the time,” pointed 
out the sergeant of detectives. He de- 
termined to seek out Mrs. Sarao to ask 
a few more questions about her search 
for her husband. 


Sarao leave before or 
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The officer was solicitous and kindly 
in his manner when he called again 
at the house of sorrow. Mrs. Theolis, 
the aged grandmother, squatted by the 
stove and glared like a trapped animal 
at the intruder. Ignoring her, the offi- 
cer asked. 

“What was the name of the friend 
who helped you look for your hus- 
band?” 

“That was Leone Gaglidardi, who 
comes much to our place. He was a 
good friend to my husband.” 

“Have you any explanation for your 
husband going out to the Blue Bon- 
nets race track?” 

“He knew many people, my hus- 
band,” explained the tearful woman. 
“Perhaps some of his friends took him 
out there so they could rob him.” 

The detective left with the feeling 
that Mrs. Sarao could stand a little 
further investigation. The officers 
talked to the neighbors, to the mer- 
chants of the district, to the associates 
of Nicola at the City Department, 
checked up with the local priest of 
the parish, and the records of the relief 
recipients. Before many days had 
passed, they had a formidable array 


of facts about the family, including 


the aged old crone, Mrs. Giovanina 
Theolis. 

Of Italian immigrant stock, they 
lived in abject poverty, and the older 
generation refused to speak anything 
but the native tongue. 

What amazed the officers was the 
discovery that Mrs. Sarao and her 
mother were thoroughly feared in the 
district. It was whispered that the old 
hag, Mrs. Theolis, possessed the evil 
eye. Vague rumors were repeated of 
sick cows, crippled children, and fail- 
ures in business because of her baleful 
looks and muttered curses. No less a 
person to be shunned was the fat, 
slovenly Mrs. Sarao herself. Did she 
not hold communion with the powers 
of evid at regular intervals? Why, it 
was well known that she possessed 
the most powerful spells that could 
wreak terrible vengeance on any who 
crossed her. 
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“At last, dear, | can release my pent-up 
feelings—You big, fat, overstuffed, nag- 


ging, battle axe!" 
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It was only natural that such a 
household would be watched with 
more than ordinary curiosity. Con- 
stable Delaniello, well known in the 
district, plied the neighbors with ques- 


_tions. He learned that Mrs. Sarao left 


the house shortly after six and came 
back about eight-thirty. Nicola left 
with her, but she came back alone. 

Francoeur and Prysky picked up the 
trail of the couple after they left the 
barber shop. A few of the merchants 
and the strollers recalled seeing the 
ill-matched pair walking towards the 
race track. Three lads volunteered in- 
formation to the police. 

“There were four of them. The two 
Saraos, Gagliardi, and a _ bootblack 
from the Central Station.” They could 
not recall the bootblack’s name. Dela- 
niello supplied this. 

“That must be Angelo Donofrio. 
He’s a good lad. We’ve never had any- 
thing to do with him. He works hard 
and helps to keep his mother,” he told 
the other officers. 


Bu Leone Gagliardi they discov- 
ered to be one of those drifters 
and ne’er-do-wells always found in 
the slum quarters of the larger cities. 
He was not regarded as a dangerous 
character by any means, nor worth a 
great deal of the police’s time and 
trouble. But he always seemed to be 
in funds, up to a limit, and yet he had 
no apparent sort of income. Francoeur 
insisted that the antecedents of both 
of these men be checked. 

They learned that Gagliardi was 
the avowed lover of Tomasina Sarao. 
All had been aware of it except the 
husband. He had regarded the tall 
black-haired fellow as a good friend. 
Yet, the police learned‘of the many 
visits to the Sarao home made by the 
lover when the husband was at work. 
They heard of the seances and black 
magic rituals that the two indulged in. 

“But what was the motive?” asked 
Sergeant Francoeur. “This case is go- 
ing to hinge on that point. If we can 
establish who would benefit by the 
death of the man, then we are well 
along the road leading to the killer.” 

Two men were detailed to check all 
insurance companies which might have 
access to the district, to locate policies 
issued in the name of Nicola Sarao. 

While this routine check was going 
on, the actions of Gagliardi and Dono- 
frio on the day of the murder and the 
night following were investigated. 
Witnesses were located who had seen 
the two men.in front of the barber 
shop on the same evening that Nicola 
disappeared. This, in itself, may have 
been merely coincidence, but coupled 
with the fact that they walked along 
with the Saraos towards the race 
track meant that the men should be 
questioned at least. 

Gagliardi maintained a room on 
Notre Dame Street, and Donofrio 
lived in a tenement off Montcalm. 
Neither one showed a great deal of 
surprise when brought to the station 
for questioning. At the same time, 
the other members of the Sarao family 
were brought in. The officers felt that 


they had amassed sufficient evidence 
to force the culprits into admitting 
that they knew more of the mystery 
than they had told. 

"Well question these people sep- 
arately and check their statements one 
against the other and ferret out any 
further discrepancies,” explained 
Francoeur as he shifted the pages of 
the reports on his desk. e 

One was the report of the officers 
who had checked the insurance com- 
panies. They. had found no less than 
twelve policies in as many companies 
—and all were taken out on the life of 
Nicola Sarao, naming {omasina as the 
beneficiary. They ranged in amounts 
from $100 to $850, and they totalled 
over $6000. Significantly, all included 
the provision for double indemnity in 
case of accidental death. 

The motive was plain. But who was 
the mastermind behind this scheme? 
The officers questioned members of 
the family first. Openly stating that 
they were on the trail of the killer 
and that. it was someone that the 
family knew, the detectives sought in- 
formation as to the actions of the 
family on the night of the murder. 

“I came home about eleven,” one 
family member told the police. 
“Everyone was excited because of the 
disappearance. As usual, Leone was 
there, and a couple of neighbors. They 
were talking of telling the police about 
it, but I couldn’t see why they were 
so sure that something had happened 
to him.” 

“Did you notice anything out of the 
ordinary about any of the people be- 
sides the excitement?” asked Fran- 
coeur. 

“Well, Gagliardi came and said, 
‘There is no need to cry. I didn’t cry 
when my father died. And don’t talk 
to anyone about us. There are devils 
around tonight, and we max all die 

“What do you think he meant by 
that?” 

“I don’t know. He and the others 
were always locking themselves in the 
back room, making spells and talking 
about the powers of evil. He used to 
give orders as if he was the head of 
the house.” 

The officers found that, for all her 
ignorance and superstition, Mrs. 
Sarao was a shrewd woman. She dis- 
played an iron will and a streak of 
obstinacy that the questioners could 
not break down. Even when they 
pointed out the mistakes in time in her 
story, she insiste@ that she was right 
and the others were wrong. She flatly 
denied any complicity in the crime. 
Time and again, she insisted: 

“What is to be, has happened. The 
man told me that my husband would 
meet with an accident. That’s what has 
happened. He told me the dead man 
would be robbed . . . his money and 


his watch would be gone. I know all. 


this and much more that is going to 
happen.” 


HE combination of her resolute 

will say nothing that would in- 
criminate her, and her over-powering 
belief in the occult, defeated the efforts 
of the police to obtain a statement 
from her, They concentrated on 
Gagliardi and Donofrio. 

“Angelo,” said Sergeant .Francoeur 
in a fatherly tone, “you’re a pretty 
young fellow to get mixed up in a 
business like this. You’ve never been 
in trouble with the police before. 
You’ve been a fine son to your mother 
all along. What would she say if she 
knew what you’ve done now?” 


The young lad buried his face in his 
hands and all but broke. down. The 
days that he had been kept waiting 
and uncertain in the cell at the station 
had broken his spirit. 


part, 


you had dreams after and couldn’t 
sleep. I asked who it was, and he said 


‘Just a man I hate.’ On Saturday, June | 
23, he pointed the man out to me. He | 


said that the man was going to die 
anyway—that he had cast a spell on 
him, but it was too slow and he was 
going to make sure it worked. He said 
I would get $500 and maybe more if 
there was anything in the fellow’s 
pockets. One day, Leone met me and 
said that we were to do it by Wednes- 


day, June 28. He told me to meet him | 


j Just send name and address. State choice of Gold Filled or 


on Notre Dame about seven, and he 


would take the fellow out to the race | 


track. 

“I went home, got a club, and fol- 
lowed them out to the race track. 
Then Gagliardi called me, and I came 
up and hit the old man. He cried out 
and said, ‘What are you hitting me 
for?’ I hit him again, and he fell down. 


He wasn’t dead, and Leone got a stone | 


and dropped it on his head.” 
The lad was shaken by the recital 
and openly sobbed. The officers took 


. his signed-statement and led him back 


tothe cell. | 

There was still the puzzling feature 
of the motive. Why should this lad kill 
old Sarao? Even Gagliardi did not 
hate the old fellow that much. As a 
matter of fact, it was to the advantage 
of the fellow to keep the husband alive 
since it was his money that Tomasina 
handed out to her paramour with such 
a lavish hand. 

Gagliardi, on his part, told an en- 
tirely different story. The facts of the 
actual killing were the same, but the 
cowering, heavy-jowled fellow tried 
to throw all of the blame for the kill- 


ing on Mrs. Sarao. He raised his sten- | 


torian voice and shouted, 


“Always, she talked of killing. It | 


was this one or that one that she cast 
spells on. She gave me money to buy 
poison once, but I spent the money 


instead. Then she wanted to get rid 


of Nicola. She made me write for a 
spell, to use against a priest. Then, 


` when I said no, we used it on Nicola. 


Then she said she would give $1000 
to have him killed. She wanted me to 
do it and gave me some of the money 
as a payment for the job. 

“T spent it. Then, Donofrio said that 
he would kill the man for me.” 


From here on, his story was a repe- | 


tition of Donofrio’s, only it was Angelo 
who did all the killing. He accused 
his accomplice of taking the money 
and watch from the body. Donofrio 
admitted that he had done so and told 
the officers, 

“I threw the watch away in a toilet 


because it wouldn’t work. I spent the | 


money.” 


. One point also on which each of the | 


confessions agreed was that Tomasina 
Sarao led her husband to the place 


where she knew that the two mur- | 
derers would be waiting. She also | 


persuaded her husband to accompany 
them to the race track. $ 

The detectives searched Donofrio’s 
room and located the empty space in 
the bedstead where the slat had been 


removed. They felt that they had suf- | 


He readily | 
agreed to making a statement explain- i 
ing his part in the affair. It said in 


“Gagliardi told me one night that 

we could make some easy money. I | 
wanted to pay a hospital bill, and I | 
asked how? He said ‘We’ll have to kill | 
a man.’ I told him that was bad—that | 
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ficient evidence to bring the three to 


trial. As an added precaution, old Mrs. . 


Theolis was included in the indictment 
on the grounds that she had been 
present during the discussion about 
killing Nicola. 

The trial, conducted in French and 
with Italian interpreters present, 
opened before Mr. Justice L. J. Lo- 
ranger on October 1, 1934. At once, 
the accused men repudiated their con- 
fessions, both claiming that violent 
methods had been used by the police 
in obtaining them. Angelo was loud in 
his protestations that he had done all 
that he could to stop Gagliardi from 
beating the old fellow. To this state- 
ment, Gagliardi said nothing. Again, 
he blamed the woman for all his 
troubles. ` 

For her part, Mrs. Sarao maintained 
her stoical silence and. relied on her 


The embalming instructor’s state- 
ment gave the detectives a new lead. 
If the bones were sawed through in 
the manner he said, then perhaps a 
buzz saw had been used, probably in 
some. home workshop. 

Or, maybe it had been done in a 
deserted basement. The detectives 
were thinking of the frightful murder 
of little Suzanne Degnan and how the 
murderer, William Heirens, had dis- 
membered the girl’s body in a base- 


ment room. Quite possibly, the same 


pattern was used in the present and 
equally dreadful murder. 

Investigators spread through the 
area of North Avenue and the river, 
seeking a basement equipped with 
a power saw. This is an industrial 
area, with very few, if any, homes and 
many old warehouses, ramshackle 
buildings, and small factories. 

As they went from place to place, 


* the detectives were tormented by the 


thought they might be chasing a will- 
o’-the-wisp. For all they knew, the 
man had been murdered in some dis- 
tant part of the great sprawling city 
and then dismembered and brought 
piecemeal to the spot they were now 
searching. 

During all this time, patrol boats 
of the police department were drag- 
ging the river for the missing head 
and torso. The crews could find 
neither. 

Thus matters stood at the end of 
the first day, with the case as deep a 
mystery as when the dock hand first 
found the parts of the body. 

Then, on the second day, August 27, 
the police got their first real break, 
and they rushed the case to a swift 
and dramatic climax. 

Because of its weird aspects, they 
expected a horrifying solution of the 
mystery, but what they actually found 
was far more appalling than any of 
them anticipated. 


HE FIRST break came from Wash- 
ington. The FBI had identified 
the fingerprints taken from the sev- 
ered hands. They were the prints of 
a man named Anthony Sosnowski. 
> Sosnowski, age 57, had thrice been 
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faith in the powers of darkness to get 
her out of her predicament. The aged 
crone, Mrs. Theolis, was the most as- 
tounding witness. No one could in- 
terpret all that she mumbled and 
muttered, although she did say that 
she knew “something bad was goin’ 
on in the house.” 


HE prosecution produced a few 
surprise witnesses. One witness 
testified that Gagliardi had approached 
him with the suggestion that they kill 
Nicola. Others were found who saw 
both Donofrio and Gargliardi with 
Sarao at the race track road. The trial 
lasted five days and resulted in the 
three chief actors, Angelo, Leone, and 
Tomasina being found guilty of 
murder. 
In passing the death sentence, the 
judge remarked, “This is one of the 


foulest cases to come before the courts 
in recent years.” Looking: at Mrs. 
Sarao, he said, “you are the very soul 
of this conspiracy—unfaithful and 
criminal wife, there is no pity for 
you.” For”the young lad, Angelo, the 
judges showed regret. “You stand at 
the last milestone of life, drawn into 
this dreadful, affair by your evil 
associates.” 

In a separate trial, won by her at- 
torneys, Mrs. Theolis received a sen- 
tence of twenty years which, for her, 
meant life. The evidence adduced 
showed that she had been fully cog- 
nizant of the plot to kill her son- 
in-law. ; 

The appeals of the other three were 
lost, and on March 29, 1935, the triple 
hangings took place in Montreal Jail. 
The black sorcerers paid for their 
crime. 


CRIMSON JIG-SAW PUZZLE 


pital for the Insane at Kankakee— 
from which he had thrice escaped. 
The hospital authorities had listed 
him as being “at large,’ and thus the 
FBI had his fingerprints on file. 

With this information, the police 
swung into fast action. They learned 
that Sosnowski had lived in Calumet 
City, and a police squad. was rushed 
to that address. There, the police 
learned that Sosnowski had left his 
first wife, had remarried, and had 
moved to “some place in Chicago.” 

Diligent detective work disclosed 
that he and his second wife had moved 
into a small flat at 1903 North Avenue. 

North Avenue! Now, indeed, the 
trail was getting hot! 

A squad of detectives, commanded 
by Lieutenant Steffens, soon arrived 
at the North Avenue flat. Loud knocks 
at front and back doors brought no 
response. No sound came from within. 
Clearly, the place was deserted. 

Under these circumstances, they did 
the best thing possible. They forced 
the door and barged inside. . 

They were instantly aware that 
they had found the scene of the mur- 
der. Shocking evidence was spread 
throughout the house—though some 
crude effort had been made to cover 
it up. 

“Yes, this is where it was done 
all right,” said Lieutenant Steffens, 
leading his men through.the rooms. 

In the living room were bits of 
bone and strands of hair, with blood- 
stains on the floor and furniture. The 
bedroom was even worse. It was 
here, apparently, that the man’s body 
had been dismembered. The place 
was bloodier than an abattoir. So, 
for that matter, was the bathroom. 

“The bloodiest murder I ever saw 
in all my years of experience,” one 
of the detectives observed. The others 
unanimously agreed. 

They looked under beds, poked 
through closets, searched the place 
from end to end, and, though they 
found further signs of a desperate 
battle, they found no occupant. 

They inquired among the neighbors. 

Like ali city dwellers, especially 


-those in congested areas, they could. 


tell them little or nothing. 


“We only know that a Polish couple 
lives there, and they’re always fight- 
ing.” That was the gist of their in- 
formation. 

“Hear any special ruckus couple 
of days ago, or maybe night before 
last?” 

“No more than usual. They’re al- 
ways making a ruckus, day and night. 
We hardly pay any attention to ’em 
any more.” 

“Have you seen Mrs. 
around today?” 

NOs 

“Any idea where she might be at 
this moment?” 

“No.” 


Sosnowski 


A T that moment, as it happened, 

Mrs. Anna Sosnowski, widow of 
the murdered man, was not so far 
away. She was visiting at the home of 
a relative, and she was saying: 

“Tm worried about Tony. He hasn't 
been home since Sunday.” 

“Don’t you know where he might 
have gone?” 

“No. He’s been missing since Sun- 
day, and I’m really worried. I’m 
afraid something Das happened to 
him.” 

“Then wed better notify the police 
at once,” the woman’s relative said. 
“Well go to the station right now.” 


Mrs. Sosnowski hesitated. “You 
think that’s the best thing to do?” 
she asked. ° 


“It’s the only thing to do,” the rela- 
tive insisted. ‘Come on.” 

They started for the Racine Avenue 
Police Station—Mrs. Sosnowski some- 
what reluctantly. 

Lieutenant Steffens, having posted 
a guard at the North Avenue flat, was 
also heading for the same station to 
confer with Captain George Homer. 
He arrived a bit ahead of her. 

She walked into the station and 
said to the desk sergeant, “I want 
to report a missing person.” 

The sergeant reached for his pen 
and asked, “What is the name of this 
person?” 

+ “Hes my husband,” she said, “Tony 
Sosnowski.” 

The sergeant put down his pen and 

stared at her. After a moment, he 


‘said, ‘“Let’s report this to the captain. 
Step this way.” 

He led her to Captain Homer’s 
office. 

“Captain, this is Mrs. Sosnowski. 
She wants to tell you about her miss- 
ing husband.” 

With no change of expression—and 
with nothing in his voice to betray 
his inner excitement—the captain 
said to her, “Sit down, Mrs. Sosnow- 
ski, and tell. us about. your husband.” 

“He’s been missing since last Sun- 
day.” She made herself comfortable 
in a chair and looked directly at the 
captain and at Lieutenant Steffens. 
She was a square-jawed woman of 
54, with a thin mouth and steady 
eyes, and she wore a plain dark dress 
and a white fedora hat set squarely 
on her head. She seemed perfectly 
poised and quite sure of herself. 

The captain said, “Tell us more 
about your husband, Mrs. Sosnowski. 
When did you last see him?” 

“The last time I saw him was Sun- 
day morning. He went out and never 
camevback. I haven’t seen him since.” 

Lieutenant Steffens asked, "Havent 
you any idea where he went?” 

“No, sir. He just put on his hat and 
walked out. He never told me where 
he was going.” 

Captain Homer continued. to prod 
her with questions. Was Tony in the 
habit of leaving home without telling 
her where he was going? -Had he 
ever stayed away this long before?— 
and so on, until he saw she was en- 
tirely at ease. Then he said to her in 
the same easy conversational tone: 

“Mrs. Sosnowski, why did you mur- 
der Tony?” 

“Because—” 
abruptly and clapped her hand to her 
mouth, and her eyes, wide with con- 
sternation, darted wildly about. 

“Go on,” Lieutenant Steffens urged. 
“You'll feel better for it afterward.” 

She looked dubiously at the two 
police officers as if reluctant to say 
anything more. But she realized, evi- 
dently, she had already committed 
herself ba what she had said and de- 
cided to tell the whole story. 

“Yes, I killed him,” she said in a 
strangely calm voice, “and I’m glad 
I killed him. I haven’t any regret.” 

The captain repeated his question, 
“Why did you kill him?” 

“I had to kill him.” 

“Why?” 

“Because,” she explained, “if I 
hadn’t. killed him, he would have 
killed me.” 

In her unemotional way, the re- 
markable woman described in detail 
what had happened: 

“Hed been out all Saturday night, 
drinking. He didn’t get home till 
Sunday afternoon. I was in bed. 
When I asked him where he’d been, 
he jerked me out of bed and started 
beating me. I pulled away from him 
and ran to the kitchen. I got a ham- 
mer there and came back. 

“E crept up behind him and hit him 
on the back of his head with all my 
strength. He fought back, but I hit 
him again with the hammer, and he 
flopped on the floor. I kept on pound- 
ing him as hard as I could till he 
didn’t move any more.” > 

“Then what did you do?” 

Still without emotion, she detailed 
the gruesome events that followed. 

Her first thought was to get rid of 
the body of the man she had mur- 
dered. She dragged his body into the 
bedroom. 

Then she went baek to the kitchen 
and got a carving knife and a hack- 


She checked herself ` 


saw. She cut the body into fifteen 
pieces, severing the flesh with the 
knife and disjointing the bones with 
the saw. 

She tore up the sheets on the bed 
and wrapped the pieces in these. 
When the blood came through the 
sheeting, she wrapped Polish news- 
papers around the grisly parcels. 

She rested ‘from her labors and 
waited till after nightfall. In the 
dead of night, she made her way 
through the dark, deserted streets, 
lugging one of ‘the bundles. She 
trudged to the North Avenue bridge, 
more than a mile away. 

Unseen by the night bridge tender, 
she heaved the bundle at the river, 
but her aim was poor and it landed 
on the river bank. She returned 
home, got another bundle, came back 
to the bridge. Again, her aim was 
inaccurate. 

She repeated her nocturnal trips 
until the last package was disposed 
of. Tiring of her long journeys to 
and from the river, she hid the re- 
maining parcels in various spots 
throughout the neighborhood. 

Back home, she was perturbed by 
the gory mess everywhere. She cut 
up one of the rugs, which was heavily 
stained with her husband’s. blood, 
and hid the pieces in a storeroom. 
Then she tidied the bedroom, mopped 
up the bathroom, and went to sleep. 

It was near dawn by now, but she 
was up bright and early and off to her 
job at the Loraine Cleaners and 
Dyers, where she was employed as 
a presser. She put in a full day’s 
work that Monday and on Tuesday, 
and nobody suspected a thing. 

Such, substantially, was the amaz- 
ing story of this woman. She told it 
as if she were recounting an everyday 
occurrence. 

An extraordinary woman! She ap- 
peared to be the sort of woman you 
can see any day, anywhere. Yet she 
had committed one of the: ghastliest 
crimes in history. 

She was held overnight at the 
Racine Station. She slept soundly, 
untroubled by conscience. Next day, 
accompanied by a policewoman and 
detectives, she went to her home, re- 
enacted the crime, went to the bridge 
and showed how she had thrown 
parts of her husband’s body at the 
river, and then she led the police to 
the spots where she had hidden the 
other parts of his body. She did it all 
in her usual unperturbed manner, 
without even a trace of remorse. 

Later, she appeared at the cor- 
oner’s inquest and repeated what she 
had told the police. Finishing, she 
said to Coroner A. L. Brodie: 

“ve told everything, and every- 
thing I told is right. I killed him and 
Pm glad he’s dead.” 


HE coroner’s jury ordered her 

held to the Grand Jury, and on 
October 9, 1947, the Grand Jury 
voted a true bill charging her with 
murder. 

Assistant State’s Attorney Samuel 
Papanek, in charge of the prosecution, 
immediately prepared to bring her to 
trial. Probably by the time these 
lines are read, fate will have decreed 
whether Anna Sosnowski will be 
awaiting death in the electric chair, 
or locked in prison, or her actions so 
explained as to justify the deed. 


The speed and efficiency with which | se 


this case was closed demonstrates 
the splendid cooperation of the city 
police, the state attorney’s office, and 
the Federal Bureau of Investigation. 
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a frank discussion of certain phases of marriage 
by one of America’s outstanding physicians 


Don’t let yourself become one of the thousands of "old maids,” perpetual bachelors, 
disillusioned husbands and wives whose lives have become distorted due to ignorance 
of the basic facts of man-and-wife relations. “Instinct” alone is not enough, says Dr. 
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